Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



D,c,i,icd.t Google 






=1 Google 



D,c,i,icd.tGoOQlc 



COLLECTION 
IKITISH AUTHORS 

TACCHNITZ EDITION. 



FRENCH PICinRES IN ENGLISH CHAIK 

B. C. ORENVILLB MURRAY. 

IN TWO T i. II M E S, 

VOL. n. 



D,c,t,icd.t Google 



D,c,i,icd.tGoOQlc 



FRENCH PICTURES 



ENGLISH CHALK. 



E. C. GRENVILLE MURRAY, 



COPYRIGHT EDITION. 



IN TWO VOLUMES 
VOL. H. 



LEIPZIG 

BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ 

1876. 

Tht Righlitf T^wmlatKt it rt^i^vid. 



D,c,i,icd.tGoOQlc 



CONTENTS 

OF VOLUME II. 

1 
OUR NEW BISHOP— Afn^ of Ike "CEtimmicaf (Con- 
tinued) 

L'AMBULANCE TRICOCHE— ««i«;&«MM </ Oi Sitgi qf 

OUR FIRST SUCCESS— AfinfBi of DrojnalitCenwrMf 

UNE PETROLEUSE-^ Sumimir ef VtTiaiUti . 

A HERO OF THE COMMUNE— .4i> Epiiadt e/ i.%ii 



;.GooqIc 



D,c,i,icd.tGoOQlc 



OUR NEW BISHOP. 

(CONTINUBD.) __ 



D,c,i,icd.t Google 



.iGooqIc 



OUR NEW BISHOP. 

APROPOS OF THE "CECUMENICAL." 

<CmtiiHud.l 

IV. 

The election over, an adjournment to the supper- 
rdom was voted, and the health of our bishop-desig- 
nate, proposed by Madame la Marquise and seconded 
by Madame la Pr^fete, was drunk in brimmers of 
champagne. Certes, if many hear no good of them- 
selves when they lay their ears next a keyhole, others, 
more fortunate, might reap a few hours' exquisite 
bliss in listening from behind a door to what is 
being said of them within. I fancy M. Ponceau, for 
instance, would have found no reason to complain 
had some considerate spirit lifted him by the hair 
of his head and deposited him privately under our 
supper- table. For ninety minutes or so without 
cease, his trumpet was bravely blown for him to the 
tuneful accompaniment of jingling glasses and clatter- 
ing silver forks, and when, at last, we rose from table 
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(it being then 1,30 a.m.) a motion was carried to 
the effect that we should set to work at once upon 
the petition to Government, and not separate until 
all the preliminaries had been concluded. 

So as not to lose time, however, the drawing up 
of the petition was confided to M'. Jolte Sfflot, who 
sat down to the task at once, and in less than half 
an hour had indited an address remarkable at once 
for its truth, its elevation of lai^;uage, and its pathetic 
sentiments. 

I subjoin this valuable document : — 

To His ExcBiuwcv the MimsraR of JJSTJci 
MOHSIBCTB LI UlHi^ms, 
We, the undersigned mhabiunls of the diocese ofVitle-Rosf. Ripecl- 
tuUy jpproach your l£>cellency in the hope iKal Ule Mccot hesTj httenvs- 

and yaai iBeDlion. VouT Eieelleacy is aware thai the gcmal Christian 
virtuts which BD pre-emiiiemly dislinguishtd our hilc Itishsii VeUdettd 'Mtn 
inenpnuably dear to his Hack. Hisinlieiiba, bia uodeitf « hiigenenm 
sotidlude Cm all id sorrow, and. above oD, the saintly hiwuUty which 
characRiized the whde coodnct ofhis lift, gave h[n a fjttce in iMt llearti 
luch as had nevet been held herDR,'9ave by his Miufes^-tht Empetoc, her 
M^eity the Empreis, and his Highoesa the Prince Imperial. Under these 
CiteuBstanMi it is but natntal, Motraeur le MiBiStte , that in the llrsl flush 
at our prefbund grief we shonld eaniesity desire Miiat (he Bishc^ who is to 

of his wealthy heriuje In our affection!. Well krtBWng, a*'*T do, how 
deep is the altentioo, how aaMous Iheeare, andTiow editable the>pirit 
which hi> Majesty's Government always brings to bear upon the aeleelion 
nf dignitaries for the Church or ataie , « fritly dtefcii Hal «t ooUld not 
do better Aaa await the appvt>Cinent which it nap [rfeaae his MiueAy's 
Government to make, confident that lh= appointment wfll be of a nature to 
satisfy our most rfieiisked ht^tes ana fll us Wth'ihe IrfeSest gr^Sude. At 
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the nue dnu, ihaidd his MnjeEty's G^ivcrnoRilt have lAt yel imdE disic: 
of a candidate, ve would most hurabLy ventuto Co pray your EvceUeacy (o 

io have b«n optdallT fishioDeU by pMtfdenee tn piek'uplho mantle of 
Honseigneur FuLmine. Far be it tnan us to have recaiirse la any sKp 
which shoold (Hm to yoUr Extsllelii^ to savour bffresiUbpffiin. Butia 
the i«erEH4 of Ifudi tie (bihiE it'i^hc to state tint trer 9>n<e Ae ^y'<i9*n 
our ItUe bishop [eft us , there has been a unanimoas and heartfelt hope in 
th« bi«a>t ar evicfy tUialntanl of the diocest that tlifc G6vemDi'iat «iMtId 
■ekcl M, I'Abhj Ponceau. CUMreo Etp [be Bane of aor heiored (^mid in 
the streets, mothers bless him. dM men pray for him: his repulalion for 
gOddatfis.abnegMitiii.aild riharityis scarcely inKriea- tto that ofMVuUOiigneUr 
FulniiK. ShaU-eaddtlMI,4ifc«alllhetrulyvirt[I(lusiBeDDflM>UiH,M. 
PoDceau is deeply devoted to that Great Sovereign who haa bestowed upon 
FMncC ^e>«DVeen yUatsof unintemiptediltder. aod whose feign shili«B (D 
the cbronides of our country with Ihe beaminc tiihtTif iaConpanUc ^[/r 
Ko, your KiceHency has divined this, for had it been otherwise. M. 
'Fohceau's name wOuld not have had the lUppon of the Undenigned 
pttitionek^ w4io be^ Io Subscribe Ihemsehvs. with deiE^eM respect. 

Your E:tceI]en<V's most humble, bithhil, atad Obcdienl SoVatili. 



"One would t&ink jou had dohe nothing biSt 
imte petitioBS tft Government ^I ywut life," Sstys thfe 
Marquise, as lA. }ules Kfflot finishes the re&Mng of 
his composition. 

"It^s the official candidate style" ansWCfs M. 
Sifflot modestly. "I learned it frOhi t«adiftg ilon- 
isieur tc Marquis's addresses to his constituents and 
Monsfetir le fWfet's speeches in faToift of M&nsitm- 
le Marquis. It is 4 good tlyit, rich and compttehen- 
sive, abd has the merit df swallowing the whole leek 
at once without tns^ng any bones about iu" 

The Prefect and the Marquis Io(A kt each other 
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and grin. Madame la Marquise raps M. Sifflot on 
the firkgers; but the petition is assented to neverthe- 
less, and the only thing that now remains to be 
done is to arrange about obtaining tie signatures. 
The General promises that two hundred men out of 
the garrison shall sign on the morrow morning, the 
Prefect will see that a like number of free and in- 
dependent citizens shall affix their names in the 
forenoon, and the Mayor engages to collect signa- 
tures from all the maimed, halt, and sick in the 
hospital and asylums, 

"What we want now," says Madame la G^n^rale, 
"is a few of the clergy. It would look well if we 
had the signatures of a couple Of hundred priests," 

"Yes, it would," assents the Marquis; "but the 
only way to get them would be to convince each of 
the two hundred that he was petitioning in favour 
of himself; and that is a stroke of diplomacy which 
would require more time than we can spare." 

"What do you say to doing this instead?" asks 
the Marquise. "It's an idea that has just occurred 
to me. Suppose we go to the Abb^ Bonneau, and 
get him to accompany you to Paris with the petition? 
He is so good that he would do it willingly, and 
the effect produced would be excellent, for the dear 
man is known everywhere as a saint." 

"Yes, but let us hope the Minister will appreciate 
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his merits better than we seem to have done," re- 
joins M. Jules Sifflot, laughing at the recollection of 
the nine blackballs. 

"I am certain he will," says the Marchioness, 
positively. "I was talking with his Excellency one 
day about this very Abb^ Bonneau, and he told me 
the old man was the very best priest in France." 

"And so he is very likely," answers Madame la 
Pr^f?te; "but, after all, I don't think we can be 
blamed for not having voted for him. He would 
never do for a bishop; he would give all his clothes 
away to the poor, and leave himself not so much as 
his mitre to go to church in— — " 

The Prefect takes out his watch. "It's getting 
late," he interposes; "it's already past three. Let 
us settle our plans at once. Madame's idea about 
the Abb^ Bonneau is a good one. Somebody had 
better see him without delay." 

"That can be done while you are collecting the 
signatures," says the Marquis; "but I think the best 
plan of action will be for us all to meet at the pre- 
, fecture at two, after the petition has been signed. 
We can then go together, and call upon Canon 
Ponceau, to tell him what we have been doing; and 
after that go to the Abb6 Bonneau, who can take 
the five o'clock train with us for Paris. If we manage 
things promptly, we shall be back here in thirty-six 
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hours from this time, with M. Ponceau's appodntment 
already signed and seated." 

This proposal was approved, and )ust as the first 
gleam of morning twilight was dawning, the guests 
of M. le Marquis left the Chateau de la Rocbe- 
Courbette, well pleased with having, as they fancied, 
manufactured a bishop, and promising to meet again 
at two. 



I will do the Prefect and the General this justice, 
that after a short hour or two's sleep, they set to 
work like men. The General, as soon as his break- 
fast was over, had two hundred rank and file marched 
up to his house, and explained to them, through the 
window, that they would have to come up, six at a 
time, into the vestibule, and sign a paper that was 
laid on the table; those who could not write would 
get those who could to sign for them. He added 
that it was about a new bishop, and asked them, 
for the form of the thing, whether they saw any ob- 
jection. This idea tickled them so vastly, that they 
all began laughing together; upon which the General 
laughed too, and went back to take his coffee, an- 
nouncing, however, before going, that aoy soldiar 
who made blots should have two days in the SaUe 
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<le Police. Tbf ftftfect, whose, tiigU pOSiition ren(Jere4 
it tteadviE^? Itet, be should t^te tpo ostensibly 
proBiJoent a part, in, tlte njliole ^aii, deferred ^ 
task, of coUecting signatures to hi^ secretaric. This 
yayng gf^tleqi^n, who was of an ima^ative turn, 
{iQilhwiti^ weftt dow9 to tt^e U^er end of the town, 
where aoqie GjDvemment works were in progress, 
wd presenting tfee workmen with some sheets of 
pap^r, told them lacouic*lly to write their names 
^i^n; whiet" they did, submissively, qne by one, with- 
out, ^^feiog queaions. Fifty signatures having been 
ol»»iin«(J in ttiig way, the seaetary paid domiciJiaiy 
yis^^.tp ^e« girls' schools, where he vmdertook a 
brief paiiegyric of Canon PoijQeau , paid a few com- 
pliments to the governesses, and obtained as many 
sigpatlire^ as there werei lg4it^ A huiwlred antl ten, 
iflwever, stijl remained to l)e found,, and. tfie youpg 
gentlemaa was beginning to ffiel tired. He accord- 
ingly chi(rtered a ^mall b«y, to wbfw he. gave a 
4raflc 9^d a reaip of foolscap, on the first page of 
wluch he wrote, in big letters, " VoUz pour Ponceau, 
catkdiiat. iclectiquf." "You'U gO," said he to the small 
b(^, "qnd get a hundred a^d ten workmen to ^n 
their na^es on to the blank pages. If they a^ who 
Pcaice^u is, you will tell them he is a cousin of. M. 
Heori ^.Qchefort. If tJiey want to know what ^c/fc- 
li^ue^ signifies, you wilj s£^[ it means gogd dinners." 
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An hour afterwards the small boy returned with 
three hundred names, many of which were interlarded 
with such appropriate exclamations as "Za Liberti 
ou la MortI" "A 6as Us Tyransl" " five la Lan- 
iernel" "A Ckaillot les Prilresl" etc., etc. The 
honest signers had thought that their votes were 
required on behalf of a "friend and brother," and 
had testified to the warmth of their sentiments in 
the usual way. "Bah!" laughed the secretary; "it 
doesn't much matter. Petitions sent to Ministers 
are always thrown into the waste-paper basket, and 
nobody ever thinks of looking at the signatures." 
And upon this he gave the small boy another franc, 
and walked back to the prefecture, pleased enough 
with his morning's work. 

The Mayor, meanwhile, had been as busy as the 
General and the Prefect's secretary. He had gone 
recruiting suffrages in the charitable institutions under 
his control, and had obtained them as easily as he 
had at the last political election, when he had 
mustered such a fine collection of cripples to vote 
for the Prefect's candidate. But by this time the 
touting and canvassing in different quarters had be- 
gun to excite attention. Little by little the truth 
leaked out, and as news spreads fast in. small towns, 
where the inhabitants have nothing to do all day 
but count their fingers and thumbs, it very quickly 
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became known that the authorities were starting a 
petition for having Canon Ponceau appointed bishop. 
We then had a reproduction of that eternally instruc- 
tive stoiy of Panurge's sheep. Seeing some of their 
feUow-townsmen signing their names on sheets of 
paper, divers ambitious citizens became possessed 
with the desire of signing too. Many men and 
women who could not possibly have the smallest 
interest in seeing M. Ponceau elected, hurried up 
feverishly to add their names to the petition. As 
the morning advanced and the rumours waxed more 
persistent, quiet people left their houses and went 
down into the streets to ask what the matter was. 
The day was a lovely one, and the cathedral bells, 
as it happened, were ringing full volley in honour of 
some saint. Of course this was somehow associated 
with the talk about M. le Chanoine Ponceau, and 
there were plenty who believed that the jubilant 
Canon was already treating himself to an exulting 
peal as thanksgiving for his appointment. Gradually 
a crowd began to gather round the door of the 
Maine, where a copy of the petition was displayed 
for signatures, and, before long, the police had to 
be called into requisition to form the gathering into 
a long ^eue, and only admit signers three at a time. 
By twelve o'clock the Mairie had received a thou- 
sand names; by one, live hundred more had been 

FrtHchPieluHimEntliiACIiaili. IJ, a .,,,niv[i 



FRENCH PICTURES IN ENGUSH CHALK. 

edj and at two, when the nine promoters of the 
tkin met at the prefecture according to arrange- 
it, the crowd had already grown enthusiastic, and 
; for going and giving H. le Chanoine an ovation 
rent of his house. 

"Our idea seems to have taken root," began the 
■quis as soon as we were all collected. 
"And what a noise it is making!" exclaimed the 
x:hioness, looking out of the window in astonish- 
it at the tumultuous assemblage below. 
"Yes," says the Prefect, with evident uneasiness, 
jegin to wish we had let the business alone. If 
Government have already thought of some one 
the appointment, they will not thank me for hav- 
got up all this uproar." 

Madame la Pr^fSte bit her lips, and looked out 
he window with the Marquis. "Is there no way 
itopping them?" she asked anxiously, not at all 
ng the idea of a quarrel between her husband 
. ttie Government. 

"Vive Madame la Fri/He!" cries an urchin in 
crowd, who has perceived the two ladies. 
"Vive Rocke/ort!" yelps another. 
"Oki Lambert!" 

" Vive Raspaill Hop! O La Lanlirnel" 
"A bas Us Pri/els de Raiapoill" 
"Confound them, there they go," mutters the 
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Prefect, with a shrug of the shoulders. "I ought to 
have foreseen all this." 

"Well, all we've got to do now is to breast it," 
observes Jules Siffiot resolutely. "I think, too, we 
ought to go and call on Canon Ponceau at once, for 
he won't be able to understand what on earth all 
this means." 

"To be sure, we have been forgetting- the Canon; - 
■ he must be half out of his wits by this time," ex- 
claims the Marquis. 

"We had better all go there together," says the 
Prefect. "When we have seen him we will look 
up the Abb6 Bonneau, and then go straight off to 
Paris. Minutes are becoming precious. By hook or 
crook we must get Ponceau appointed." 

The ladies adjusted their bonnets, the men pit 
on their hats, and the whole party of nine of us 
went down the staircase and sallied out into the 
Sqtiare together. With such a crowd as there was, 
k was impossible that we could pass unnoticed. The 
Prefect, the General, the Mayor, and the Marquis, 
were rect^nized immediately. The shouting and 
chaffing ceased. There was an exchange of saluta- 
tions, a filing back right and left; and then the 
whole crowd, re-forming itself in our rear, followed 
us in silence to see where we were going. So long 
as we were in the market-place the quiet continued; 
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but when it became visible that we were making for 
the church precincts where the Canons lived, our 
escort took it as a matter of course that we were 
going to pay a visit of congratulation to M. Ponceau, 
and burst out into cheers, rare and faint at first, but 
growing gradually louder and more general, until 
they culminated into an imniense and frantic roar 
■ when we finally stopped before the Canon's house. 

"For Heaven's sake, M. le Prefet, what does 
all this mean?" stammered M. Ponceau, opening 
the door to us himself, and showing us into his par- 
loiu:. He was very pale and agitated, and trembled 
whilst speaMng. 

"There's been a mob there all the morning," 
he added, excitedly, without waiting for an an- 
swer. "Every time I go to the door they shake 
their hats at me and shout. I can't learn what it is 
they want?" 

"We have come to explain," said the Prefect,' 
unable to help smiling at the Canon's startled ap- 
pearance, "but we owe you an apolc^ for not hav- 
ing come earher. The secret is this, my dear M. 
Ponceau, we are using our influence to try and get 
you made a bishop, and the people somehow have 
got wind of our scheme." 

"Me a bisbopl" exclaimed M. Ponceau, standing. 
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stockstill, with his two hands on his breast, and look- 
ing at us with perfect stupefaction. 

We had not counted on his showing so much 
surprise, and his emotion rather disconcerted us. 

"You don't mean to say you would refuse a 
bishopric?" says the Prefect amazed. 

M. Ponceau passed his hand across his brow 
and sal down without for the moment making any 
reply. He seemed not yet able to realize what he 
had heard, and took time to collect himself. 

"Excuse me for this nervousness," he replied 
at last, speaking in the soft voice habitual to him. 
"The events of the morning have rather unsettled 
me, and your communication is so unexpected that 
I do not yet know what to say to it." 

"We should all be so glad to see you a bishop!" 
observes the Marquise gently. 

"You have done me a great honour," answers M. 
Ponceau, with quiet earnestness; "an honour such as 
it needs a lifetime of gratitude to repay. But for- 
give me if I tell you that the honour is not one I 
ever coveted. I know most men say this when they 
are raised to dignities; but with me it is the truth. 
I had grown to love the quiet life I lived here 
amidst my books, and I have passed that age when 
the prospect of entering upon a career of ambition 
could compensate me for throwing off long-cherished 
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and familiar habits. What you offer me is a crown, 
Monsieur le Pr^fet, and crowns axe always heavy 
when our heads have turned grey." 

"Still, you must not refuse," pleads the Marquise. 

"Nor do I, Madame," answers the priest. "I 
should be ashamed to decline an honour without 
having a better excuse than that it seemed to me 
irksome." 

"That's well spoken, sir," says the General. 
"For my part, I don't think a man has any right to 
refuse honours; unless, that is, he feels too weak to 
bear tbem; which I am sure," adds the old soldier 
politely, "is oot the case with you." 

"We mustn't be going too far, however, and 
raising false hopes," interposes the Prefect, recalled 
to a sudden sense of realities by some more cheer- 
ing outside. "Mind, we have not got you your 
bishopric yet, M. Ponceau; we are going to Paris 
about it to-day." 

Here the Marquise and flie Prefect's wife ex- 
plained to the Canon haw a petition had been drawn 
up for presentation to the Government, and bow it 
was already covered with several thousand signa- 
tures. M. Ponceau listened and seemed touched. 
He had been quite sincere in asserting that he 
loved his present mode of hfe and was lodi to leave 
it; but a man must be made of wood who can hear 
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unmoved that thousands of men are exerting them- 
selves to do him honour, and are hailing his name 
with shouts of goodwill. No doubt, had the amiable 
Canon been able to peep behind the scenes and see 
how the comedy of the petition had been started, 
and what was the real intrinsic value of most of the 
cheers he heard, he would have felt a considerable 
number of illusions abandon him. But happily for 
him, he could not see behind the scenes, and thus 
had every reason to look proud and pleased at the 
flattering recital that was made him. To have been 
appointed bishop by the sole will of the Emperor or 
one of his Ministers, would not have gratified him 
over much; but to be raised to the episcopal chair 
by the unanimous voice of his diocese was an honour 
so great that, being really modest, M. Ponceau 
could not help asking hunself what he had done to 
deserve it. 

"Mind, we shall expect to hear some splendid 
speeches from you at the CEcumenical Council; 
where of course you will go to represent our dio- 
cese," smiles the Marquise. 

"Depffid upon it, Madame, that it will be my 
constant effort to try and repay the kindness shown 
me by representing Ville-Rosi5 worthily." And as 
he spoke a flash of generous ambition gleamed be- 
fore the Canon's eyes. He fancied he saw himself 
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Standing amongst the bishops at St. Peter's and 
amazing them by his eloquence; and the thought 
of the pride which his diocese might feel at his 
triumphs, gave him the pleasure which gladdens an 
honourable man at the hope of repaying a bene- 
factor. 

But with all this it was getting time to be gone. 
The cathedral clock had chimed half-past three, 
and we had no more than an hour and a half be- 
fore the train started. We accordingly took our 
leave of the Canon, who accompanied us to the door, 
no longer alarmed now by the tumult which burst 
out afresh as soon as we reappeared. He thanked 
us cordially for what we were doing for him, and 
shook hands with us all round. 

"Good-bye, M. Ponceau," says the Prefect "I 
hope this time to-morrow we may be back here with 
good news." 

"You start at once?" asks the Canon from his 
doorway. 

"Yes; at least we are going to call on the Abb^ 
Bonneau first. We intend taking him with us to 
help plead your cause." * 

"Dear me! but I am afraid you will be disap- 
pointed of finding him," answers M. Ponceau. "I 
do not think he is here." 

"Not here!" cries the Prefect, turning round. 
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"No. I called at his house yesterday, and they 
told me he had gone to Paris." 

This was a strange piece of news that took us 
aJt aback. A journey to Paris on the part of tie 
Abbi Bonneau was "a thing so utterly unprecedented 
that, occurring at this particular juncture, it struck 
us as something ominous. The AbW lived like an 
anchorite, never stirring beyond his parish. What 
could he possibly want in Paris, and at this moment 
too? We mused upon this question as we went 
along, and could find no feasible reply to it. The 
crowd, which had become perfectly convinced by 
this time that M. Ponceau had either been, or was 
just on the point of being, appointed bishop, fol- 
lowed us as closely as ever, and thought, no doubt, 
to give us pleasure by cheering and leaping, as if 
the Millennium had come. Some of the smaller 
citizens turned somersaults in the mud, to mark 
their keen appreciation of M. Ponceau's virtues; a 
few more struck up Par/an/ pour la Syrt'e, to testify 
to their loyalty towards the Imperial dynasty. At 
the prefecture we stopped to take our carpet-bags 
and the famous petition, which had swelled in bulk 
to the size of a fine folio volume. In the excited 
state of public opinion we judged it scarcely prudent 
to have carriages to carry us to the station; for 
once a crowd has taken into its head to be enthu- 
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there is no knowiog to what lengths it may 
was just as likely as not that the mob, hav- 
ling else to do, might, insist upon unhamess- 
horses and dragging us in triumph round 
ket-place. We set out on foot, therefore, as 
Jy, the ladies going with us to see us off, and 
;men marching behind with the luggage. On 
■ we called at the Abb^ Bonneau's house, a 
ottage with a thatched roof and a single 
'-pot. It had occurred to us that perhaps 
3^ had returned, or that at all events we 
earn why he had gone. But we found him 
ay, and we could gather nothing from his 
eper but that he had started off suddenly 
s curate a few days ago upon receipt of a 
tter in a blue envelope from Paris. This was 
lie to help us much, but when we had turned 
he old woman, as if suddenly remembering 
)rtant clue, called out to us at the top of her 
lat the letter had no stamp to it, but that 
lad yet been nothing to pay. This news 
the Prefect to arch his eyebrows, and the 
. to utter a formidable "Humph!" for the 
vith no stamps on them and nothing to pay 
lUy the products of Goverrmient offices, and 
e Abb^ Bonneau could have to do with such, 
: at a loss to understand. 
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Upon arriving at the station we found that we 
had Still twenty minutes before us, and that a train 
was just coming in from Paris. We were all silent, 
pondering over the Abb4 Bonneau's mysterious ab- 
sence, TTie Marquise suggested he must have had 
a legacy. Madame la G^^rale wondered whether 
he had not been summoned to hear a lecture from 
the Minister of Justice upon his charitable prodiga- 
lities, whidi left him often with scarcely shoes to his 
feet His Excellency the Minister was known to be 
a great stickler about the clergy maintaining a be- 
coming appearance, and it was just possible he 
might have wished to inform M. Bonneau that a 
(^ergyman, with holes to his boots, is an object de- 
serving of censure. We were in the midst of our 
speculations and doubts, when the Paris train came 
rumbling into the station, and whom should we see 
looking out of one of the windows, with his usually 
placid face, but this very Abbi Bonneau. It es- 
caped none of us that he was travelling in a first- 
class cwriage, and that his curate was sporting a 
new bat and a pair of black gloves, unaccustomed 
luxuries. 

"Mon cher Monsieur Bonneau," says the Prfifet, 
running forward and holding out his hand, "how de- 
lighted I am to see you I" 

"This is really very good of you. Monsieur le 
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Pr^fet," falters the old man with beaming looks. "I 
didn't know the news had travelled so fast, but, to 
be sure, I had forgotten the telegraph. Thank you 
all kindly for coming to meet me; it's very thought- 
ful of you," 

"Ahem!" coughs the Prefect, not quite under- 
standing. "I suppose you have had a legacy, my 
dear Abb^. So Madame la Marquise thought, and 
we all beg to offer our congratulations. But, ahem! 
we are going to ask a favour of you, and we 
hope " 

"Anything in the world I can do to oblige you, 
Monsieur le Pr^fet," breaks in the poor old Abb^, 
perplexed. 

"Well, it's just this," continues the Prefect, "and 
you will excuse us for being so abrupt, but the fact 
is, we have very little time before us. We have been 
getting up a petition in the diocese to have Canon 
Ponceau made Bishop of Ville-Ros^. We are going 
now to Paris to carry this petition to the Minister of 
Justice, and we want you to accompany us^ — " 

"O mon Dieu!" stammers the old Abbi, be- 
coming terribly red. "Then you have not heard the 
news yet." 

"What news?" asks the Prefect, breathless, 

"Why — why — O dear me, how sorry I am for all 
this, Monsieur le Pr^fet — why I have just come from 
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Paris — from the Minister of Justice — and the vacancy 

is filled up." 

"Filled up!" cries the Prefect, aghast; "and by 

whom?" But he had no need to await a reply, for 

the Abba's curate coming up at that moment, took 

off his hat, and said respectfully — 

"The luggage is in the fly, Monteigneur" 
Our new Bishop was the Abb4 Bonneau. 
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L'AMBULANCE TRICOCHE: 

RECOLLECTIONS OF THE SIEGE OF. PARIS. 



Monsieur le Cimi Tricoche was a man of sense. 
He clothed himself warmly in winter; during the 
summer months he avoided exciting himself; ah5 
summer and winter he ate his dinner leisurely; "for 
if there is one thing I hate more than another," said 
he, "it is to be hurried whilst I am eating." 

Nature had fitted him with a good round paunch, 
apt to contain any amount of pdli-de-foie-gras; and 
with a fine broad hand, made on purpose for the 
fingering of fees. He had a plump, honest face; 
wheezed a httle when walking — the effect of the 
/ote-gras; and if he had a two-sou piece in his pocket 
when a beggar passed, he gave him — his blessing. 

Monsieur Tricoche had been helped up the ladder 
by a patron — so he liked patrons. His had been a 
M. de Roussis, a Voltairian, who supported the clei^, 
voted for the temporal power in the Corps L^gislatif, 
laughed at the Pope, and would not for the world 
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have undertaken a voyage on a Friday. M. de Roussis 
was one of the "official deputies" of the Second Em- 
pire. It is no disparagement to him to say that he 
knew nothing: tor had he Icnon^ anything he would 
not have been an official deputy; but he was a 
pleasant, breezy, generous sort of a legislator, who 
was fond enough of doing a good turn when it cost 
him nothing; and so M. Tricoche, having at three 
successive elections obtained for him the votes of 
227 peasants, who could odtheT read nor write, he 
had used his influence to have M. Tricoche appointed 
to the incumbency of a spick-aad-span new metri> 
politan church, that of Ste. Kosemonde- 

Eveiybody has seen and admired those spick- 
and-span new Paris churches raised by the creative 
genius of Baron Haussmann. They are perfect. Put 
a check-taker at the door, and you might imagine 
youiself entering a music-hall; ornament thp facade 
with a few yards of bunting, and there you have a 
popular restaurant, a dry-goods' warehouse, a museuiq 
of stuffed birds, or any other mortal thing you hke 
to fancy. There is no doubt of this, that the archi- 
tects of the Second Empire were true men, and 
understood their business. In these days of revolu-f 
lionizing , the main point to be avoided in building 
is to give any edifice such a distinctive aspect as ttj 
make its sudden transformation difficult. It would 
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not be Tvise to make a church look like a church. 
To-morrow it might be converted into a "Temple of 
Reason," the next day into a club for advocating 
the Rights of Women. Moreover, so long as Herr 
von Bismarck hves, it is well to be prepared for the 
chance of its becoming a powder-magazine. 

So the architect who constructed Ste. Rosemonde's 
had enriched it with a Gothic roof, a Byzantine dome, 
a Doric front, and a belfty that would have re- 
9emUed a Chinese pagoda but for the Corinthian 
cohimns encircling it. The decorators, following in 
the wake, had painted the inside of the dome sky- 
blue, laid on an abundant coating of yellow-ochre 
over the walls, and spread gilding liberally, as if with 
a butter-knife, over every inch of cornice, beading, 
and pilaster. A distinguished artisf had put the final' 
touch. He had covered the ydlow-ochre with cupids 
and dryads — some said they were cherubim and 
seraphim, but there was nothing to show it; traced 
his own signature in a garland between the inter- 
spaces of liie arches; and devised for the ahar a 
magnificent stained-glass window, which represented 
Adam and Eve being expelled from the garden of 
Eden, or the Genius of Napoleonism antiouncing the 
dawn of universal suffrage to two natives of the Fig- 
leaf Isles-^it is not quite dear which. Authorities 
were agreed that the Churdi of Ste. Rosemonde was : 
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not such 3 church as you could meet with eveiy'day. 
Baron Haussroann affirmed this, and so did the dis- 
tinguished artist And the membeis of the Opposi- 
tion in the Chamber were of the same opinion, for 
they said the church had cost four million francs. 

But however this m^t be, Ste. Rosemonde's was- 
one of the most fashionable places of worship; and 
when M. le Curi Tricoche arrived there, rustic and 
hale, from a fifteen years' vicarage at Choufleury- 
sur-Aube, he found himself pastor of as well-condi- 
tioned a flock as any that a good priest could pray 
for. All prosperous sheep they were, with abundance 
of wool. Ste. Rosemonde's stood right in the centre' 
of a new quarter, built to lodge an interesting popu- 
lation of millionaires, who, having been without a 
sixpence on the eve of the coup-d'ltai, and having 
become rapidly rich posterior to that event, were 
desritute of fitting places where to lay their heads. 
Mansions in simili-marble, with gates in simili-bronze; 
coach-houses at the back, gilt balconies to the front, 
ready-made statues attitudinizing in the centre of 
geranium-beds: all the dwellings in this neighbour- 
hood were alike. Vou had no need to knock at the 
door to be sure that the footmen wore brand-new 
plushes and powder, that there were champagne 
a>rks fl^g at luncheon, that Mdlie. Theresa's last 
songs lay open on the piano, and that tickets for the 
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»iext ball at the Tuilerics were to be seen on the 
mantel-shelf. All this was as visibly written over the 
stuccoed porticoes as if a scribe had done it. And 
you had not far to go to leara who the inmates 
were. Their names were in everybody's mouth and 
in the mundane gazettes. They were the birds of 
gay plumage who had built their nests in the branches 
of the Imperial trees. — ^The senators and deputies, 
ministers and stock-jobbers, iield-marshals and opera- 
singers, Russian princes and Yankee tuft-hunters — 
all the men of the day, in short, who were making 
hay whilst the sun shone, persuaded that it would 
not last long, but that some morning or other, when 
they least expected it, the storm would come and 
scatter them to the four winds — them and the dy- 
nasty that had fattened them, their powdered foot- 
men and their slippery millions, their mansions, sine- 
cures, tinsel trappings, pinchbeck dignities, and that 
barley-sugar-looking church of theirs in which their 
wives and daughters praised Heaven every Sunday 
m(»ning to concerto music at half-past eleven o'clock. 
Now, you will not think, I hope, that I have 
nadertaken this recital for the mere purpose of 
splashing ink at the Second Empire; or to tell you, 
as above, that M. le Cur^ Tricoche dearly loved his 
bit of turbot, his glass of "LafitU, '46," and Ms 
fr^ant cup of motdia after dinner. The Second 
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Empire — well, it is d^ad ^d buried now, s^ 
requiescat; and as for M. Tricoche, why shoidd I 
grudge that worthy mui his slice of j^h amd glass 
of claret? For have I not seen him througji the 
j)erishiDg cold days of last winter striding, lean and 
gau^t, -beside the ambulance-waggons, and, F^fter 
twelve hours spent in shriving the dying and picking 
up the wounded on the fields of Champigny and t^e 
Plateau d'Avron, sit down to his ounce of under- 
donfi horse-meat and his half-pound of gritty Uack 
bre^d? "And quite good enough, too, for me, who 
am the son of a peasant," would he say, with a quiet 
smile; and turning to his old housekeeper, Mdlle. 
Vii^inie, "Mind, my good Virginie, that what remains 
in the cellar of that old Bordeaux is sent to the Ste. 
Rosemonde ambulance to-morrow; and in future serve 
me water." 

I confess the change was a little startling. I jre- 
member visiting the Church of Ste. Rosemonde 
about a year ago — no, it is not quite a year — it yas 
on that famous 8th May, i8;o, when the Bonaparte 
dynasty took a new lease of life, autpice jEmilio, M. 
£mile Ollivier being chief of the cabinet. I fancy 
M. Triqoche looked plumper than ever that morning. 
Jle was in the pu^it Below him twenty rows of 
cushioned sitting wece occupied by dresses from 
Worth's, bonnets from -Laure's> gloves from }ouvin's, 
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and dii|^OBS of any. circumference you please tq 
name. Down the lines gold-beaded smelling-bottles 
glistened like batteries (^ field-pieces, and two 
^nn(ked fans going ^ap, flap in unison kept up % 
concert that was infinitely refreshing. M. T^cochc 
was treating of a better w<»:ld than this, where dl 
tJiere present would meet again. He did not say 
precisely what kind of a better woild; but the imT 
pression conveyed was that one would find nothing 
but Bonapaitists there, and that the good places 
would be reserved for ofBcial candidates. He de^ 
nonnced 'MM. Thiers and Jules Fawe in pointed and 
vigorous (though anonymous) terms, formally exchtd- 
ing Uiem from all share <^ paradise on the ground 
that by opposing that great and righteous National 
Measure, the Plebisciti^, Aey were proclaiming 
their unholy lust for bloodshed, their love of 
anarchy, etc., etc Finally, he remarked that he 
would dismiss his hearers early that morning, for 
that some of them had a great civic duty to perform 
{f. «., to go and vote "Yes"); and so, '^Pax vobiscum, 
fratrts, per saatla saculorum. ■ lie, ■ mUsa- at" and 
he waddled majestically into the sacristy; 

The next time that I saw M. Tricoche was close 
ppon four months after. Events had moved apace 
between the 8th May and the 4th September-— th3,t 
is, between the sowing of the seed and the ganierT 
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lag in of the harvest. Towards two p.m. on the 
latter of these two dates I found myself, together 
With something like a tenth of the population of 
Paris, in the vicinity of the Race de la Concorde. 
It was a sight to be never forgotten. The whole of 
that vast area was dioked up with an excited, shout- 
ing sea of heads, swollen each minute with tributary 
torrents from the neighbouring streets, and surging 
in a compact mass towards the building of the Corps 
L^gislatif, where the Assembly were discussing the 
Capitulation of Sedan. To the south, east, and west, 
in front of the Potit de la Concorde, the Tuileries, 
And the Champs Elys^es, this tumultuous, seething 
lake was dyked in by lines of troops, whose glitter- 
ing bayonets flashed iti the sun of an absolutely 
cloudless sky — the sky of Austerlitz! The thickest 
dyke was along the quays, where the National Guards 
were arrayed, and the finnest on the Pont de la 
Cwicorde itself, where a troop of Cuirassiers were 
posted, grim, mounted, and looking game to die to 
the last man in case of need. ' Shall I acknowledge 
that I did not like the appearance of these Cuiras- 
siers, and that, glancing at their long, drawn sabres, 
and then at the unprotected heads of the undulat- 
ing multitude confronting them, I began to muse as 
to what it would be in a few minutes, when that 
tnultitude a,ttempted to force the bridge and those 
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sabres rose and fell, strewing gashed corpses around 
them by the dozen? As sure as I am now a livii^ ■ 
man, I expected bloodshed. I expected to see the 
death-signal start from the Quai d'Orsay, where I 
could discern a general's uniform, and, at the com- 
mand, the whole columns of infantry open fire at 
once. We were a hundred and fifty thousand — ten 
thousand of us must have gone to our account, without 
remission, in the first five minutes. However, there 
was not a soul who blenched: cm the contrary, the 
crowd grew denser, more determined; the revolu- 
tionary shouts rose louder and more fearless; the 
onward pressure gathered each second in intensity; 
and perhaps I was the only person in that countless 
assemblage who reflected that our lives now hung 
on a single thread, on the hazard of a chance col- 
lision between some drunken workman and quick- 
tempered soldier, or the momentary impulse for good 
or ill which might actuate that distant man in the 
uniform. "A 6as VEmpertur! La diehiance! A 
la Lanttrne Us Bonapartesl" The soldiers closed 
up' their ranks, and appeared to wait. " Vive la 
Naliont A merf Us Prussiens! Vive la Francil" 
I saw the soldiers hesitate. " Vive VArmitl Aux 
armes pour la pairit en danger! Vivt Vherotque 
vitle de Sirasbtmrg gm meurl pour resler <mec nous/" 
There was a thrill among the sddiersi they looked 
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at one another, and then, in silence, reversed their 
«rms. On the bridge the Cuirassiers sheathed their 
swords, and fell baclc The £.evolnti<m was. vic- 
torious wilitout a blow. An immense cry, unanimous, 
resounding, and triumphant, rent the aii: " Viv* la 
lUpubliqiu, une, indivisiiU, tt fraterHttUI" and with 
the force, freedom, and impetuosity of an inunda- 
tion, the popular ocean swept headlong where it 
would — to the Palace of the Assembly, to the 
Tuileries, to the H6tel-de-ViUe. As for me, I was 
caught up, rthirted loond in an eddy, and carried 
aVay like a wisp of straw, heaven knew whitlier. 
Workme& and soldiers arm-in-arm, become friends 
and t»t)tbers, were marching and singing; young girls 
laughed and Oied, "A bos PEmpirtl" small boys 
ci4>ered fllong and whistled. In &ont of the shops 
men on ladders were unhooking the Imperial scutch- 
eonS) throwing them down with a crash, and effacing 
tte words, "Furvtyort io ihtir MajestM," amid tre- 
mendous cheering, I should never have thought 
that deposing a dynasty could have been such gay 
work as lliat. Once or twice we b^d ai stoppage at 
places where two rbads met, and some travelling 
landau, with boxes on the roof, vov&A pass by with 
the speed of the vind. It was not always easy to 
recognize the face inside; but occasionally a jolt 
irould bring to view the ashen, scared features of an 
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«x-tiuiuEter or senator tn routt for the Taihray-station; 
and at this there would be terrific hawisag, not un- 
min^led with derisive shouts of "Bom voyage!" and 
valedictory stones. After all, it was a merry mob. 
It bestowed an ovation upon a pork-butcher who bad 
^uug up two defunct pigs in his window, crowned 
them with gelatine, and labeUed liiem respectively 
^'Sismar^" and "Napoleon;" and it halted frequently 
Iwfore puWic-bouses. Still, I should have been glad 
enough to get clear of its company; and I was just 
making my fourth or fifth effort to this end, attempt- 
ing to elbow my way out of the current up a side- 
street, when I friuiid myself unexpectedly opposite 
10 the CSiurcb of Ste. RosemOnde. 

As I hare tdd you, I had not seen my Mend 
M. Tricoche for four months, but, fatality aiding, he 
was (ffl the steps at that minute, precisely as we 
passed. I learned afterwards that he had been say- 
ing his mass and preaching his sermon before empty 
seats, foir the long-dreaded storm had come, and his 
charming Worth-dad parishioners were most of them 
gown to London. He seemed to me changed, Cjure- 
wom, and — strange to -say ^ — thinned. But he still 
bdd hiBiself straight, and aporied on tt« breast of 
Ms CRSSOck the scailet ribbc^ of the Legion of 
Honour, with which he had been dignified the year 
[before, I forget for what reason. M. le Cur^ Tiicoche 
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was too weU-known a personage for the crowd to go 
by him without an exchange of ajnenities. His pre- 
sence at first occasioned mirth: everybody laughed 
and stopped; and a burly workman, good-natured- 
looking enough, despite the ferocious and com- 
minatory attitude he struck, stepped out and apo- 
strophized the good man: — 

"Heigh there, M. le Curi, you know the Empire 
has been despatched to kingdom-come, and you wont 
re&se to join us in crying ' Vivt la RipiMiqutl' I 
know?" 

Must I own that I didn't think M. le Cur^ would 
icfiise. Indeed, why should he have done so, when 
so many men greater than he were denying the idcd 
they had worshipped, and hastening to lay all dis- 
asters, past, present, Mid fiiture, to its charge. I 
could not help smiling at what appeared to me the 
nalveness of the workman in supposing the pros- 
perous, acute M. Tricoche would risk a broken head 
for the sake of defending such a sorry, friendless 
thing as a fallen Power. What was not then my 
surprise, my confusion, when, fixing a mild glance 
on the man, the Curi said;-— 

"My good friend, when the Emperor declared 
war, not six weeks ago, I was among the men who 
approved . him, encouraged him, and I have been 
bumiliating 'myself ever since for that bad acticMi 
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The Emperor is paying much less for faults of his 
own than for sins of ours, who, able to prevent bis 
unwise enteiprises, never had the honesty to do so. 
I do not know what has been the part you have 
played in this war, nor what it would have been had 
©iir armies proved victorious; but for raysdf let me 
say that if the Emperor had come back in triumph, 
I should have cheered him; you will excuse me, 
therefore, if in this hour of his defeat I cry, * Vive 
PEmptreurl' all the same, and add this other cty, 
'God save France, and forgive me for my share in 
her present calamities.'" 

This was said simply, without faltering, but 
without ostentation. The blush of shame rose to 
my face, and furtively I crept beside M. Tricodie, 
ready to stand between him and any awkward con- 
sequences his courageous words might entail. But 
mobs are sometimes not ungenerous. The workman 
' stared a moment, then shrugged his shoulders and 
turned away, rather bewildered, I fancy, and wonder- 
ing within himself what curious breed of a man this' 
could be who felt he had done wrong and quietly 
said so. The rest of the crowd trudged on at the 
heels of the workman, wondering also why the Curi 
had not shouted as he was bid, but yelling " Vive !a 
Ripubltjuef" with all their own mights to make up 
for the loss. As for me, left alone with the Cur^, t 
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saluted him with respect. It seemed to me that ia' 
these few minutes he had grown a cubit 



The^ excellent man's conversion, as it was good- 
natiiredly called, created some secsatim — not so 
much at the time itself, howevw, as a few weeks 
afterwaids. During the tcaiudghl that elapsed be- 
tween the proclamation of the ReptAlio one and in&vj- 
sible, and the investment of Paris, people were too 
much occupied with their own business to concern 
themselves about other people's. The Republicans 
were distributing posts of enKdumrat to one another; 
such of the Boo^artists as had not already decamped 
were hastening to do so; mMeo\-er, it was the time for 
the general laying in of provisi(»is. Every morning 
long hues of carts entered Paris loaded with cheeses 
and the new Provisional Government, with an eye to 
the future, caused these cheeses to be transported to 
underground cellars, where they got' nice and mouldy. 
Everybody invested more or less in sardines, sacks 
of unchewable sea biscuit, tins of concentrated soup, 
labelled with incomprehensible directions, and jars 
of potted meat exported from England by intelligent 
speculators, who, deeming the occasion a fine one, 
had hit upon the plan of filling a good number of 
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the jars with tallow, and leaving us to find out the 
joke a few months lajter, when we had nothing else 
po eat There were also tire-proof and shell-proof 
piecautioiis to be taken with the roofe of our dwelling- 
houses, by means of layers of earth, which the wintee 
SHOWS/ by the way, frequently converted into salubri- 
ous re^rvoibs of liquid mud: — and all these [se* 
ocimpatioQS debarred the public from paying much 
attention to M. Tricoche. But by-and-by when the 
siege was fairly commenced; when the booming at 
the canaon had already become familiar music to 
our ears; when, in short, the Parisians found leisure to 
count themselves, and see who were the faithful who 
had remained to share the ordeal, who the patriots 
who "would have so liked to stay," but had been 
ordered away just at this unfortunate moment to 
^ghton or Nice by their doctors — then, it began to 
be noticed in the parish of Ste. Kosemonde &at M. 
le Cur6 Tricodie was no longer the man he was be- 
fore, that he had given up wheezing, that hia head 
was greyer, and that somehow or other people no 
longer felt t^pted to laugh when he passed them 
as in the good old days when his rubicund visage 
and waddling gait struck all bchcJders with mirth. 

Nevertheless, it was not good to accept this 
transformation without suspicion. One must be waty 
now-a-.days. After all, M. Tricoche was a rich mm. 
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He had been pocketing the revenues of Ste. Rose- 
monde (esthnated at 100,000 francs per annum) for 
now several years; he had two hones in his stable; 
his cassodcs weie lined with satin; it was notorious 
that roast-meats figured at his hoard. This new 
sanctimonious attitude of his might only be some 
Jesuitic feint destined to throw dust into the eyes 
of the Republic one and indivisible. Who knows? 

Irfind you, these arc not my views, but they 
were those of one or two good citizens who were 
disinterested enough to meddle with matters tiiat 
did not concern them, fcH- the purpose, as they ex- 
pressed it, of finding out what was what. These 
citizens laid thcii heads together; they whispered. 
Like a drop of oil on a flooring, the notion began 
to spread that it behoved the cautious to look 
closely after the Cur6 Tricoche; and one evening 
the Vicar of Ste. Rosemonde — "that fox in sheep's 
clothing, that disciple of Loyola, whose ways were 
dark and tiger-like," — was made the subject of a 
solemn and fonnal denunciation at the "Club D^ 
mocratique et Social desFils de Brutus," the Citizen 
Christophe Bilia in the tribune. 

He was a great man, this Citizen Bilia, and a 
fervid patriot, who howled and raved and made the 
rafters shake whenever he talked about tyrannyJ 
No one knew much respecting his antecedents. 



L'AMBULANCE THICOCHE. 49 

Some said thc^ Iiad met him in ministerial ante* 
chambers, begging favours under the Second Empire. 
But this was evidently a lie — >a scurrilous insult 
against the Sovereign People — a venomous calumny 
which the Citizen Biha cast back into the teeth of 
his traducers with the utmost loathing and contempt 
The only thing known for certain about M. Bilia 
was that on the 4th of September, seeing posts of 
dignity and profit scattered about broadcast, but 
himself forgotten in the distribution, he had arrived 
at the conclusion that the word Republic would 
cease to have any sense if it did not mean that 
every citizen was at liberty to choose the post that 
suited him best, and to fix his own salary out of 
the public purse. In consequence, he had gone 
quietly and installed himself in a Government oflSce 
— pay, 20,000 francs— hung his hat on a peg, called 
for refreshments, and, in a word, comported himself 
so much as if he had been in place all his life, that 
the new chief of the department supposed he had 
got an appointment duly signed and sealed in his 
pocket, and only discovered his mistake something 
like a fortnight afterwards. Perhaps even then M. 
Bilia might have succeeded in retaining his post 
had bis work been sufficient and his accounts cor- 
rect — for at best it is rather a dehcate business fw 
a Republican who has helped himself to a bunch <if 

Fmchrichttt in B^tH'h Chalk. It, 4 v 
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seals to turn out another Republican j/hQ has only 
helped himself to x First- Secretaryship. But un- 
fortunately M. Bilia objected to vcgk, and his 
accounts were not coireet He was expostulated 
with. He yelled. It was pointed out to feira civilly 
that two and fwH" made six and not three in most 
addition sums. He proclaimed his CMiviction that 
the Government was rotten, vowed that he would 
be no party to reactionary machinatiqas, and in- 
dignantly threw down his resignation — an act of 
magnanimity which, however, cost him nothing: for 
the National Guard elections happening to be then 
afoot, a battalion of brother patriots hastened to 
marit their sense of the indignity the Citizen M. 
Bilia had suffered by electing him to be their chief. 
In this capacity he was qualified to wear em- 
broidered clothing, to drag a steel scabbard with a 
sword inside it wherever he went, and even to fight 
the Prussians if ever he found leisure and inclination 
for that purpose— which, be it remarked, he seldom 
did, being probably otherwise engaged. Such was 
the gentleman who scaled the tribune on public 
grounds to tell "The Sons of Brutus" what his 
opinion was concerning M. Tricoche, 

The meeting was stormy that night^ — in fact, it 
was every night stormy. "The Sons of Brutus" was 
one of those numerous and enjoyable clubs where. 
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the theatres being closed, the besieged population 
resorted to divert itself a little of an evening. The 
subjects foi debate were varied. If a Son of Brutus 
was dunned bj* his shoemaker he came here and 
held up that black-hearted oppressor to contumdy. 
If two Repubhcans fell out and kicked one another, 
it was odds but they both came here in the course 
of the sitting and exchanged flavoured epithets 
tendii^ to show that each was in the pay of Count 
von Bismarck. Political questions were also dis- 
cussed: the Government was declared felon, idiot, 
and corrupt, thirty or thirty-one nights a.month, as 
the case might be, and the evening was generally 
terminated by the hooting down and unceremonious 
bundling out of some orator who had expressed 
sentiments at variance with those of the majority. 
This was the usual programme; but what "The 
Sons of Brutus" loved above all things was to give 
up a sitting exclusively to the compilation of a hst 
of "traitors" (selected from the public men of the 
day — ministere, generals, liberal journalists, etc), 
with a view to dealing summarily with them on ihe 
day when they, "The Sons of Brutus," got into 
office. It was naturally one of these "traitor" nights 
that M. Bilia selected for the remarks he wished to 
utter about the Caii of Ste. Rosemonde. 

Seven o'clock had struck. The concert-room in 
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which "The Sons of Brutus" held their sittings was 
crammed tight-full as usual, the predominant ele- 
ment being blousy — that is, clad in blouses — though 
there were women present, and here and there — 
rari nantes in gurgUe vasio — a black coat or two, 
objects of suspicion and mistrustful glances. Custom 
demanded that the meeting should every evening 
elect its board, the chair being occupied during that 
formality by the president chosen the night before, 
A board consists of an honorary president (often 
defunct but illustrious), an effective president, two 
assessor^ and a secretary. The preceding night the 
Citizen Joshua, "slayer of five and thirty kings," had 
been elected to the honorary chairmanship amidst 
uproarious cheering. This evening an emaciated 
citizen, with long finger-nails, rose from one of the 
back benches and, in a shrill treble, moved — "That 
the Greek citizen Aristc^ton be voted into the 
chair." 

A Citizen with a red beard, springing up furi- 
ously.— "Citizens, I protest How does that man 
dare to move that a Greek aristocrat named Giton 
shall be voted into the chair at a meeting of 
Republicans? Down with all artslos, say I," 
(Vehement applause. Looks of indignation at the 
emaciated citizen. Cries of "Turn him out") 
■ The Cilieen Maclou (in the chair).— "Citizen, I 
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call upon you to explain what you mean by in- 
sulting this Republican assembly," 

Tie Emaciaitd Cilizen. — "Gtizen President, there 
is a mistake. The man who interrupted me is an 
idiot. Aristogitoo is the name of a Greek sans- 
culotte, who slew the last of the Fisistratids, a 
race of despots and vampires like the Bonapartes. 
Aristogiton restored the Republic" (Munnurs of 
increduhty; faint applause.) 

A Citizen with a basket to a Citizen with a boiUe. 
I — "That chap knows too muchl I shouldn't be 
surprised if he were a mouchard." 

The Citizen with the bottle to the Citizen with the 
basket. — "I don't like the look of him. And why 
does he come talking to us about a Greek President 
— as if Frenchmen weren't good enough for the 
post?" 

The Citizen with the red beard. — "That man calls 
me an idiot! I expect he's some thief, if not worse. 
Anyhow, he's a liar! He says the Aiisto Giton 
restored the Kepublic. I don't believe it. I say 
that an aristo never restored anything to anybody — 
never," (Great cheering. Cries to the emaciated 
dtizenj who vociferates something: "Hold your row." 
*'Put your head in a bag,") "Citizens, I am not 
afraid of that man; if he comes here to the front 
I'll thrash him in two minutes. Don't have anything 
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do with his candidate. Here's another that'll 
better: he's a Latin dtizcn whose name I read 
the paper, the Citizen Gernlanicus, who licked 

Germans, and was a thoroagh-going radical," 
clamations. Prolonged applause. The Citizen 
raanicus is elected honorary president. The 
iciated citizen, continuing to vociferate, is seized 
the legs and arms and ejected with ignominy.) 
The election of the Acting Board then ensues. 
I Citizen Maclou, who has hinted that he has no 
ntioD of moving, is confirmed in his place, and 

assessors with him. A citizen Who has im- 
dently confided to somebody that he is a writii^- 
;ter, is forced into the secretary's seat. He ob- 
s that he must go at ten, being on duty that 
It as a National Guardsman on the ramparts; 
the remonstrance only has the effect of bringing 
niple of citizens to keep an eye on him, to the 
it and left, and prevent his bolting. 
Tie President Maclou. — "Citizens, we shall pro- 
i this evening with our list of traitors, but 
nre that let any citizen who has general observa- 
s to make, get up and make them." 
A Citizen with a sgutnt stands up and declares 
: he withholds his esteem from the Citizen Jules 
re. Minister of Foreign AiTairs. (Hear, hear.) 

that he ever expected much fix>m a citizen 
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who has iaterviewG with Bismtrck (groans) and sigfis 
hiiAself in writing liie "obedient servant" of th«t 
ruffian (renewed grouiG), but he had never gauged 
the full measure of the Citizen Fxvre's unworthiness 
until that nKnuing. Having a communication of 
importance to make to the Goveminent, be ha4 
called at Favrt's residence, and been kept Waiting 
an hour in an ante-room , at the end of which time 
a menial with a white cravat round his throat, badge 
of slavery, had cotni and informed him that if he 
wished to see the Minister he must apply in writing 
for an audience. It was evident that the Gtizen 
Favre was endeavouring to re-implaUt in a free 
land the degrading formalities existing in countries 
governed by tyrants. He moved that the Cititen 
Favre be set up in the pillory of public opinion, be 
pronounced traitor and outlaw, and that all true 
patriots be enjoined to refiise him obediOKC. 
(General marks of assent. Applause.) 

j4 Citizen ilighlly drunk thinks poorly of the 
Citizen Ernest Picard, Minister Of Finances. He 
too — the citizen slightly drunk — had a communica- 
tion of iinportajice to make to the Government. He 
had invented a new shell, which was one of the 
most murderous ever fabricated, and would very 
soon get rid of the IVussians. Here it was, he hkd 
a mod^ of it in his pocket If he droppfid thi; 
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shell on the floor everybody !n the room would be 
blown away to atoms. (Sensation.) Ay, and it 
would be precious difficult to find the bits, he could 
tell them that. (Renewed sensation.) Well, he had 
applied to the Cidzen Kcard for a subsidy to help 
him push his invention, and Ficard had declined to 
lend him a centime. What business had the Citizen 
Kcard to give himself these airs. Did he think the 
puree of the nation was his? Who filled those 
money-bags which he guarded like the dog in the 
manger? It was not the Citizen Picard himself, I 
fancy. (Hear, hear.) No, it was the people, with 
the sweat of their brows; and this conduct of the 
Minister of Finance was but part and parcel of the 
old system followed by all governments, of keeping 
the working man out of what justly belonged to him. 
He moved that the Citizen Picard be summoned to 
tender his resignation without delay. (Hear, hear. 
Applause. The citizen retires with his shell to a 
front bench, which is expeditiously vacated by its 
occupants, who install themselves at a prudent dis- 
tance.) 

Three CHieens rise together and inveigh — the 
first, at a grocer of the Rue St. Denis, who has re- 
fused to let him take away sixteen pounds of bacon 
on credit, as if his word wasn't as good as those of 
the aristocrats whom the same grocer trusted to any 
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extent they pleased. (Hear, hear.) The second, at 
his landlord, who has given hiro notice to quit when 
the siege is over, on the pretext that though he, the 
citizen, is earning four francs a day, he has declined 
to pay his rent ever since the beginning of the war, 
and stated his intention of not disbursing the arrears 
even when the peace is signed.* (Great cheering.) 
And the third, at the Citizen Arago, Mayor of Paris, 
who, having been repeatedly memorialized to change 
the names of streets which recall the brutalizing 
superstitions of past ages — notably the names of 
saints and priests — has signified his peremptory re- 
fusal. He, the third citizen, lives in the Rue St. 
Onge, and feels degraded at having to give such an 
address to his friends. He does not see why his 
self-respect should be obUterated to please the Citizen 
Arago. (Cheers and expressions of sympathy.) 

A Cilitm in a black coal, — "Perhaps I can ap- 
pease the citizen's susceptibilities. The name of the 
street is not Sainl Onge, but Sainlonge — one word 
only. Saintonge is the name of an old French pro- 
vince," (Interruption. Murmurs. Cries of "Order!") 

The Third Citizen.— "If the citizen in the black 
coat has come here with the intention of humiliat- 
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ing the people, I may tell him that he and his 
manceuvres excite only disgust and contempt." 
(Loud cheCrs. Cries of "Turn him out!") 

TM Ciiizen wiik the basket to the Cttisen with the 
boliU. — "He looks like a Jesuit in disguise." 

Th4 Cilaen with the bollU to the Citizen wUh the 
basket. — "Yes, I know those Jesuits. My wife used 

to go and confess herself to one of them, and " 

(He pfoceeds With developments.) 

The Prltident Maclou. — "I close the incident. 
These intemiptions at? ofifensive. I beg to tell the 
Citizen in the black coat, and all Uke him, that this 
is a dub of equality, and that those who have 
the pretension of knowing more than their neigh- 
bours had better remain outside." (Cordial and 
unanimous applause.) "And now to business. We 
shall proceed with our roll of those who, by reason 
of their conduct, public or private, deserve to be 
placed on the people's list of felons and traitors, 
there to be pointed at with the finger of scorn and 
universally execrated, until the day of expiation 
shall arrive, ^id the Democraticat , Social, Com- 
munistical Republic shall have justice . meted out to 
them. There are several orators inscribed. I call 
upon the Citizen Faggeaux to make himself heard." 

Cries from ail parts of the hall. — "Citizen Fag- 
geaux to the tribune!" 
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A Female Ctiisen wHk vigorous lungs. — "Fag- 
geaux has seat me here to say he can't come. Thostf 
dogs of policemen aie looking after him because he 
knocked down a colonel of infantry who insulted 
him this morhing. I'm Faggeaux's maid; that's why 
he sent me." (Cheers. Expressions of sympathy 
for the Citizen Faggeaux.) 

T/ie Presidenl Maclou. — "This meeting, by the 
mouth of its president, conveys its regrets and con- 
dolence to the Citizen Faggeaux, who has courage- 
ously buffeted pnetorianism. The next name on the 
list is that of the Citizen Crappolle." 

A Ciiizen with a black eye. — "I'm Crappolle's 
brother. Crappolle is in the Mobile, and just be- 
cause, being on guard at the outposts yesterday, he 
ran back into Paris to fetch his pocket-handkerchief, 
which he had forgotten, his captain has punished 
him with a fortnight's saJlt de police, and even 
threatened to have him up before a court-martial." 
(Murmurs of indignation.) "Ah! I know what it is. 
Those aristocrats would like to get Crappolle killed 
because he's a Republican. This is the second time 
they've sent him to the outposts, but he knows their 
game as well as I do, and he's not going to let him- 
self be killed to amuse them." (Loud cheers. Cries 
of "Quite right!") 

The President Maclou. — "Such being the case, I 
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upon the Gtizen Christopbe Bilia, who comes 
I on the list, to stand up and speak." (Applause, 
ntion.) 

The Citism BUia, in the uniform of chef-di- 
illon, and girded with an imposing scarlet sash, 
"itizens, I am a plain man, and whenever I've 
anything to say, I say it. There are, no doubt, 
s mouchardi in this assembly, for the occult 
its of despotism are a vermin who swarm every- 
re; but I don't care for them, not I, and I'm 

that they should be present, iu order to leam 

if the Republic one and indivisible sends forth 
ons to combat the foreign foe, it also takes care 
:eep its eye upon those more dangerous vipers 

lurk in its own bosom — those sinister hirelings 
lethroned tyrants who are allowed to herd to- 
er and conspire within our very walls — those 
e-livered renegades who, under the name of 
ublicans, govern our afiairs, and plot secretly to 
ay us into the hands of Bismarck; and, worse 

all, those hypocrite myrmidons of the Pope of 
le, who, whilst pretending to give us their 
ers, fatten upon our alms, and in their heart of 
ts pray for the day when the crowned savage of 
nany shall enter our dty with his barbarian 
es, crush our new-bom Republic under his 
s's hoofs, and bring us back in his train some 
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king or emperor, even as the Demon of Death, when 
he SCOUTS the plain, brings a troop of carrion vul- 
tures after him." (Thundering applause. Excite- 
ment.) "Gtizens, it gives me pleasure to see that 
our list of traitors is swelling. There are at present 
two thousand three hundred and ninety-seven names 
upon it, the last being that of the Citizen Trochu, 
for iriiom, as you rightly declared in your vote of 
last Tuesday, the vocabulary of known languages 
contains no epithets sufficiently stigmatizing. To- 
day I propose to add another name to the roll; it 
will form a fitting pendant to that of Trochu — few 
what tallies better with a Puritan despot than a 
canting bigot? what matches more suitably with a 
psalm-singing, freedom-oppressing, Prussian-fearing 
general, than a smooth-visaged, tortuous-minded priest, 
who bears candour on his face and turpitude in his 
"soul, words of patriotism on his lips, and thoughts 
of treachery, rapine, and villainy in his ignoble heart? 
Citizens, I denounce to public indignation the Abb£ 
Tricoche, Cur4 of Rosemonde." (Three rounds of 
applause.) "You all of you know that flaunting 
church, that gilded sbamel-house, where the tainted 
creatures of the Second Empire paraded their rib- 
bons and jewels, as the lepers of the East exposed 
their sores in the porches of the temples. Why was 
it not swept away with the Empire that produce^ 
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it? Why was it not razed to the ground, sad a 
gibbet-board set up in its place, saying , ' Thit is the 
spot where Religion made herself Ike handmaid of 
CtEtarism, foamed to it, licked the mire off iU feel, 
and threw the cloak of priestly absolution over itt 
crimes?'" (Great cheering. Growing excitement.) 
" Citizens, I passed by that church this morning; I 
entered it, and what did I see? The place had 
been transformed into a hospital for the wounded; 
there were beds in it, stoves to warm it, a display 
of bandages and medicine-bottles — all the apparel, 
in short, of decent charity. But when I turned to 
see whose were the hands that administered these 
things, judge of the feelings that welled up within 
me when I perceived a part of that brazen crew who 
but a few months since used this same church for 
their vanity-aiiing ground. Going from bed to bed, 
with eyes turned heavenwards, the Citizen Tricochc; 
in a comer, mixing a potion, the Countess of some- 
thing or other, who not a year ago set all the 
scandal-papers mad with her eccentric disguises at 
the Court masked balls, and who now, to keep up 
her masquerading traditions, had travestied herself 
as a Sister of Mercy; and in the midst of this scene, 
strutting about with astonishing ef&ontery in a pri- 
vate soldier's unifirm, a pomaded coxcomb with a 
glass in his eye, an ex-dandy of the Bois dc Boul<^e 
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— a son of a Btuiaparti^t outlaw, the' Minister 
Robacke'" (Considerable sensation. Explosion of 
muntHjrs. Crieg of "To the lanlernt witb them.") 
"Citizens, it is time that the comedy shoqld cease. 
Siijce when do gjiouls gloat thus openly over their 
work in the bioad light of day? Are we children 
that we should be deluded by tbese pitiful farces? 
Shall the sanctimonious grimaces of a, priest, the 
stagey ministrations of » patchouli-scented countess, 
the affected uniform of an impudent fop, make us 
forget that it is these people — this priest, countess, 
and fop— who have helped to let loose tie hell- 
hounds of War on us, and that wer« t^ef to pass 
twelve hours of their day in bathing ipounds, and 
the other twelve uj rolling their heads in the dust, 
they could not stanch a hundred thousandth part of 
the blood they had caused to flow, nor dty a single 
one of the tears that have been shed through their 
wanton doings?" (An ominous thrill through the 
hall. Tbfi eyes of certain citizens begin to gleam. 
Fists are denched.) "Heigh, citizens, we ift not 
women, I think. These people are braving us. Are 
you the men to stand that court lacqueys shall thus 
flourish their buffoon antics in the face of your grief; 
or can I lety upon a hundred resolute patriots to 
accompany me to-morrow, and call these menials 
out of livery to their senses? We will tcU that 
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countess to begone where she pleases — to some 
land where the carnival still continues, to Rome, or 
to Monaco, or, if she likes it better, to London, 
where the rest of the chque are; the balloons will 
take her. Young Robadie, he shall go to the out- 
posts: perhaps some bullet will do him the honour 
to touch him, though steel and lead which make 
war on soldiers, mostly disdain to harm curs of his 
breed. As for the hoary old priest, his presence is 
a scandal; let him be turned out of the church his 
abject servility has polluted. Let him run away; 
there are garrets enough where he can hide his 
shame until the siege is over; and if he refuses to 
go — why, let the consequences be on his own head: 
he will not be the first priest whom patriots have 
had the courage to put out of the way when the in- 
terests of pubhc morality and decency demanded 
it. Tell me, are there a hundred fearless men 
among you I can rely on?" (Immense howling. 
TTuee or four hundred dusky fists are brandished 
aloft, whilst yells of "To the gibbet the priests," "To 
the scaffold the aristocrats," make the club-room ring 
again.) 

A Citizen dressed as a National Guardsman, 
springii:^ up suddenly, pale but determined. — 
"Citizens . . . Gtizens — one word. I am unknown 
to most of you, but I am a working-man like your- 
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selves, and in the name of that freedom which you 
claim as a right, I stand up to protest — to protest 
with all my might against the speech you have just 
heard." (Exclamations. Stupefaction.) "Yes, let 
me speak. So long as the Gtizen Bilia contiaed 
himself to mere word-attacks on the Government I 
kept silent, although, let me say, that for one who 
is himself an officer, to revile his military superior 
as the Commandant Bilia did General Trochu, seems 
to me an example of indiscipline one cannot too 
strongly deplore. But I should have paid less atten- 
tion to that had it not been for the latter part of 
the Citizen Bilia's speech. Citizens, I adjure you, 
let us have no factions in the presence of the enemy. 
We all at this moment stand with one foot in the 
grave. Listen," (Deep silence. The faint boom 
of a cannon resounds in the distance.) "By that 
sound, citizens, which may be the death-knell of 
brothers of ours, I entreat you, I implore you, let 
us remain united. There can be no hostility be- 
tween Bonapartist and Republican to-day, when 
both to-morrow may be lying side by side under the 
same sod. There cannot — there must not be hatred 
between hearts in which throbs one common love of 
our afflicted country — one common hope for her 
triumph, her regeneration. Let us forget the past — 
it is behind us; let us Unk our hands, our arms, our 
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Strength, our prayers, and look to the future. If there 
be hypocrites or traitors in our midst. Heaven help 
ttem! but do not let US accept the thought, for the 
shanj^ of treachery ia such hours as these recoils, 
not on one he^ alone, but on a whole community. 
Rathei let us give every man tredit for such patriot- 
ism as he may claim, and if we see around us wo- 
men, priests, ajjd young men, whom we have known 
frivolous in days gone by, let us gladly and proudly 
note any change we may observe in them, taking it 
as an earnest that our poor France is not the demora- 
lized nation which her enemies pretend, but that her 
children can stjU, in the hour of need, cast aside 
their foibles and devote their best, purest energies 
to her service. Citizens, it is not a Bonapaitist, an 
Orleanist, or a Legitimist, who is now addressing 
you, but a Republican. And not a Republican of 
yesterday, but one who has lived all his life in the 
same, feith, who has constantly held by the device, 
'Liberty, Equality, Fraternity,' but who has thought, 
and still thinks, that the noblest of these three words 
is Fraternity." (Conflicting manifestations. A few 
cheers. Predominant cries of "No, no. Sit down." 
,"No milk-and-water Republican!") 

Tht Citism Biiia. — "Citizens, I denounce that 
man as a traitor and an enemy to his country. His 
sentiments might pass muster in a nun's conventicle. 
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but uttered before an assembly of free men, who are 
not to be duped by child's play — they are a 
mockery and an insult." (Loud cheers.) "There 
can be no forgiveness for the men of the past; be- 
tween us and them it is a war to the knife." (Re- 
newed and prolonged cheering,) "The citizen throws 
the word fraternity in our teeth, well knowing that 
under present circumstances the mere mention of 
such a name is a division. Fraternity! where was 
it on the night of the 2nd December, '51? Did 
those men think of fraternity when they pressed the 
working-man's throat under their foot, and poured 
out his blood into the gutter? Fraternity! were they 
softened by the word when they saw our brothers 
rotting in the pontoons of Cayenne, and dying like 
dogs in the casemates of Lambessa? Citizens, there 
can be no fraternity between men and wolves. The 
fraternity shall be between us who have old scores 
to pay off, and if we ever consent to draw a sponge 
over the past, it will only be on that day when our 
debt shall have been discharged drop for drop, and 
tooth for tooth — -when we shall have made the rich 
disgorge the wealth they have plundered — when we 
shall have wrested from them the liberties they have 
robbed and the privileges they have confiscated. 
Citizens, it will be time enough to talk of fraternity 
when equality exists, and there are no more task- 
s' 
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masters; when we shall no longer see men feasting 
in gilded palaces whilst their brothers die of hunger 
in garrets." (Cheers, howls, gnashing of teeth, and 
shaking of fists. Enthusiastic ovation to the Citizen 
Bilia. The National Guardsman utters some words 
inaudible in the tumult. A Citizm, with a clay pipe, 
smites him on the cheek, whereupon a scuffle en- 
sues, in which the gentleman who struck the first 
blow does not get the .best of it. Some other 
citizens, partisans of equality, at once intervene, and 
place matters on a fairer footing by setting upon the 
National Guardsman ten or twelve to one. They 
pinion him, roll him over, pull his coat to pieces, 
and bundle him out into the street. Great cheer- 
ing-) 

The Citizen Maclou. — "Nobody can pretend that 
the fullest hberty of discussion is not allowed here; 
but when persons come with the evident intention 
of raihng at the sufferings of the people, they must 
be prepared for the consequences." (Unanimous 
assent.) 

The sitting soon after breaks up. The Citizen 
Bilia rises to go, and is followed by nine-tenths of 
the audience, who accompany him with flattering 
demonstrations, patting him on the back and cheer- 
ing him lustily. It is arranged that there shall be 
a rendezvous of "The Sons of Brutus" on the mor- 
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row to pay a visit to the Citizen Tricoche, and have 
an hour's quiet talk with him. The time of the 
meet is, however, kept a secret — it is always well to 
be cautious. At the door, going out: — 

The Czlisen wilh the haskei to the Citizen with the 
bottle. — "That man in the National Guard's uniform 
was undoubtedly an agent of Bismarck's." 

The Citizen with ike bottle to the Citizen with the 
basket. — "I am sure of it. That Prussian has spies 
everywhere. I never go to sleep without first look- 
ing under my bed, and yesterday I saw a pair of 
boots peeping out. The boots were mine, you know, 
but you can understand what a start it gave me at 
first I assure you, if I hadn't had this bottle. . . ." 
(Exeunt fraternally, makii:^ one another's flesh 
creep.) 



IIL 

I happened to be present at this meeting of 
"The Sons of Brutus" which I have just described. 
I attended there in a journalistic capacity; but, as 
our craft is not adored by the gentlemen of the 
popular clubs, I generally concealed my identity 
imder a National Guard kSpi, ensconced myself in 
the most retired nook of the gallery,- and, during the 
prevalence of hostilities between rival factions, main- 
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tained that dignified non-intervention attitude which 
Great Britain has set in fashion. Walking home, 
however, iJirough the moonUt streets, it occurred to 
me that I should perhaps do well to reflect on what 
step it behoved me to take now in the face of the 
avowed intention of "The Sons of Brutus" to make 
an armed incursion on the domain of M. Tricoche, 
To be sure, had I wished to model my conduct 
strictly on that of Great Britain aforesaid, I need not 
have meditated long. All I had to do was to take 
a sheet of paper, and write a feeling despatch to 
the Citizen Bilia, reminding him that this was the 
nineteenth century, that we were in a civilized age, 
that it was, perhaps, a pity to molest one's neigh- 
bour; but that, anyhow, if he thought otherwise, and 
persisted in assaulting the Cur^ Tricoche, plunder- 
ing his church, and finally hanging him to a lamp- 
post, he might count upon my strictest neutrality. 
This done, I should have folded my arms, and taken 
heaven to witness that, if bloodshed ensued, it was 
no fault of mine. By-and-by, when M. Tricoche 
was hanged, the church gutted, and the Citizen Biha 
loaded with spoil, I might have reappeared on the 
scene in the character of mediator, made some more 
allusions to the nineteenth century, paid some new 
compliments to modem civilization, and proposed to 
-M. Biha to surrender part of his lootings. On his 



refusal, I should have begged him to believe that 
my esteem for him remained unaltered, and ex- 
pressed the hope that the amicable relations sub- 
sisting between us would continue serene till the 
end of time. 

Somehow, I could not help thinking that, how- 
ever elevated and spirited this kind of pohcy might 
be in the case of nations, it had its inconveniences 
as between man and man. And the main incwi- 
venience was, that it would not have saved M. Tri- 
coche. So I preferred doing what, in diplomatic 
language, is called "casting about for alliances." In 
other words, I went to the police-station. 

"Ah!" said the "Guardian of the Peace" to 
whom I unfolded my tale, "I see what it is: they're 
going to be at their old tricks again. That Bilia is 
a bad 'unl" 

He was a smug policeman, shaved all but his 
whiskers, and his manners were calm, serious, and 
pensive. He was one of that new brigade of police 
formed by the Prefect, M. de Kdratry, who had laid 
a ruthless hand on the sergents-de-ville of the Second 
Empire, suppressing their moustaches, their cocked 
hats, and even their title. 

"Yes," I answered, glad to find him so impres- 
sionable, "I am inclined tO agree with you about the 
Citizen Bilia." 



72 FRENCH PICTURES IN ENGLISH CHALK. 

"Humph!" he proceeded, shaking his head. "I 
know their games. They get all together, under 
pretence of politics and such like , and when ^ey've 
speechified a bit, they break the windows and they 
rob. It's always the same story," 

"Then, I conclude, you see the necessity of tak- 
ing prompt measures to repress this attempt." 

"Yes," said he, "I'll just send one of my men 
round to this Bilia, and talk to him a bit. If that 
won't do, I'll ask you to be good enough to let 
me know if anything happens to-morrow — if they do 
any mischief, I mean — then, I'll see if we can't 
manage to catch a few of them; but not this Bilia 
— he'd give us too much trouble." 

Evidently this worthy man had mistaken his vo- 
cation. Nature had intended him for an English 
foreign minister. I departed, heaving something like 
a sigh of regret over those not very distant times 
when half-a-dozen words to the police would have 
been enough to ensure the Citizen Bilia's being ar- 
■ rested in his bed, conveyed under escort to Mazas, 
and lodged there at Government expense until he 
had had time to cool. It is true that now we were 
in the enjoyment of Republican institutions, which 
means that it was no longer lawful to arrest a criminal 
until he had actually committed that which he was 
bent upon, and not quite prudent to do it even then 
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if he were, like the Citizen Bilia, a man holding 
repute among the people. You see, there are' shades 
of opinion in these things, which it is well to com- 
prehend. To plunder in the name of hunger, want, 
and cold is undoubtedly a crime; but to do the 
same thing in the name of liberty, equality, and 
fraternity is mistaken zeal — nothing more. 

So, having failed in my first negotiation for allies, 
I addressed myself elsewhere. I sought out an ac- 
quaintance, a colonel of Breton Mobiles, whose sym- 
pathy for Republicans was small, and who had 
never, that I am aware, heard talk of non-interven- 
tion. This time my errand was not bootless. "Hie 
colonel stroked his moustache significantly, despatched 
an estafette to the War Office to ask for powers, 
and in less than two hours, having carte blanche in 
his pocket, gave his orders for a march out at day- 
break. The next morning, on arriving before the 
church of Ste. Rosemonde, I found my friend quietly 
picketed in the vicinity with his eight hundred men, 
and waiting for events. • 

I should have had some difficulty in knowing . 
Ste. Rosemonde's again but for these Mobiles. At 
the first rumour of a probable siege and bombard- 
ment, the distinguished architect of the building, 
seized with terror at the thought of his master-work 
being chipped, and possibly, too, struck with some 
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misgiving as to the resisting power of the edifice in 
case it should have any but very undersized shells 
to encounter, 'had applied to the Government for I 
forget how many hundred sacks of earth, a request 
which had been graciously acceded to. These sacks 
had been used to pad the walls and roof, and the 
church looked as though it were being treated for 
influenza. On the belfry, besacked out of all shape, 
a white flag, with the now familiar red cross, fluttered 
lazily in the breeze; and on the church door, sur- 
mounted also with a red cross, one could read this 
announcement: "Ambulance of Sie. Rosemondt. 150 
bids. By permission of Monseigneur the Archbishop 
of Paris, this church will be used during Ike siege ai 
a military ambulance. Divine service will be celebrated 
every day in the Sacristy, temporarily converted itiSo 

Thus the Citizen Bilia had not erred, and the 
once fashionable Ste. Rosemonde's had truly become 
a hospital. There was a pasted notice inside the 
vestibule praying visitors to walk softly and to speak 
low; the alms-box formerly labelled, "Pour les 
Pauvres" bore the inscription; "Pour lis Blessls." 
When one pushed the inner folding- doors , it was no 
longer to step into an atmo^here of music, incense, 
and radiant vestments; hut the same sad, quiet scene 
met the gaze as is to be witnessed wherever the sick 
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are congregated — long, tranquil rows of white 
lit up in this instance by the few rays stnij 
faintly through the half-barricaded windows aj 
two papers burning perpetually over the altar, 
lateral chapels, which in days gone by had t 
with light, flowers, and votive offerings, had 
appropriated, the one to a pharmacy, the othe 
linen-roor»; and instead of the gilded Suisse 
silver-stick vei^ers, one or two Sisters of '. 
glided about noiselessly between the beds, ca 
soothing potions, lint, and bandages under the 
tion of a grey man in list slippers (the m 
surgeon). A life-size figure of the Saviour o 
Cross, mournfully yet fitly completed this pict 
human suffering and seemed to sanctify it. 

Yes, the Citizen Bilia had spoken correctl] 
there was one thing he had forgotten to 
probably deeming it immaterial, and that wa 
names of the persons who had founded and 
now supporting the ambulance of Ste. Rosar 
at a cost of something like six thousand fra 
week. They were not many, only three, but, 
enough, they were the very M. Tricoche, whc 
Bilia proposed to turn out; Mdme, la Comte: 
Verveine, whom he thought of despatching to W 
per balloon to join in the carnival; and M, Ro1 
the yoimg gentleman who wore an eyeglass 
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also, M. Bilia might have mentioned, his arm in a 
sling, having been wounded at the battle of Ch5til- 
lon, at which few of "The Sons of Brutus," it was 
reported, had thought it necessary to appear. 

These three persons were the sole relict of the 
congregation of Ste. Rosamonde: everybody else had 
fled — they only remained: and when I say that they 
remained, I should be speaking more truly if I said 
that what remained of them was the ghost of their 
former selves. Yes, only the ghost, for these were 
certainly not the people I had known before. What 
was there in common, for instance, between the 
Countess of Verveine of last summer, the young, 
high-bom, lovely, courted millionaire widow, who was 
looked up to — worshipped would be the better word 
— as one of the queens of Ion, and this pale, large- 
eyed young woman in the Sister of Mercy's dress 
who was patiently mending a bullet-hole in a tunic 
belonging to a wounded soldier? And young 
Robache, what had come over him? The last time 
I had seen him was at Longchamps at the running 
for the Grand Prize, in June. Blooming in a white 
waistcoat, straw-coloured gloves, moss-rose bud, and 
inseparable eye-glass, he had driven down on his 
drag, the showiest turn-out of the field, betted heavily 
on Somette, the French horse, and on seeing the 
object of his predilections pass the post first, danced 
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a hornpipe coram populo, shaken everybody by the 
hand, and told me twenty times in five minutes that 
Waterloo was now at length avenged, since the 
British steed had been defeated. What relation was 
this young madcap to the curiously gaunt individual 
I saw before me now, his head cropped close as a 
convict's, his private's uniform all too large for him, 
and his left arm closely bound to his chest by a 
combination of straps and bandages? As for M. 
Tricoche, he had aged five years between the 8th of 
May and the 4th of September; and between the 
4th of September and my present visit it seemed to 
me that he had aged five years more. The only 
point in which there was no perceptible alteration in 
any of the three was in their natural serenity. They 
were thin, half-starved, fatigued, but for all that the 
national characteristics asserted their sway and they 
were cheerful. I even doubt if they ever took a 
deeper interest in any of their past occupations than 
in those to which they were devoting themselves at 
the moment when I entered. 

They sat round a deal table outside the extem- 
porized pharmacy. Young Robache, whose wound 
allowed of his making himself useful, in so far as 
one hand went, was holding one end of a piece of 
linen between his teeth, the other end being fastened 
to the table's edge, and was gravely scraping lint 
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with a knife. The Cur^, with a heap of letters on 
one side of him, large sheets of postage-stamps on 
the other, was franking missives he had written by 
request of wounded soldiers to their relatives, cor- 
respondence destined for the provinces, and to be 
forwarded by the next balloon. Mdme. de Verveine, 
as I have said, was all absorbed in her needlework, 
and on a chair beside her towered a pile of other 
tunics and jackets waiting to be attended to when 
that which she had in hand was finished. She 
looked up, however, as I advanced, walking on tiptoe 
so as not to wake anybody. I bowed to her, she 
smiled with her usual grace, and said in a hushed 
voice — 

"Colonel de Kerhoel has been here this morn- 
ing. He says you sent him here to protect us. Do 
you know we were rather alarmed at first, not for 
us, but for our patients? Do you think there is any 
real danger?" 

"Not now, certainly, thanks to Colonel de Ker- 
hoel; but I should have been sony to receive the 
visit of these gentlemen without him." 

"Why, what can they want?" asked the Curi 
simply. 

"Want, Monsieur le Cur^" echoed the surgeon, 
joining us and laughing quietly. "Why, what those 
gentlemen have wanted ever since I have had the 
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pleasure of knowing them — and our acquaintance 
dates from the Revolution of 1848 — I never knew 
them desire but two things: Do no work, and pay 
themselves out of the pockets of other people for 
doing it." 

"Perhaps they are hungry, and that would ex- 
cuse a great deal of desperation," rejoined the Coun- 
tess, gently. "I assure you it quite makes my heart 
bleed to read of the prices of things in the papers. 
See here what the Journal des DibaU says: 'Butter, 
80 francs the pound; fowls, 40 francs the pair; a 
cabbage, 3 francs; eggs, 90 centimes apiece.' What 
the poor are to do I cannot think." 

"Yes, I saw a poor woman yesterday, a smaU 
tradesman's wife, trying to get a cup of milk for her 
child, who was ill," remarked the Cur^, gloomily. 
"There was not a drop to be had in the quarter — 
at least not for the price she could afford." 

"So you went and bought it for her," added the 
surgewi, concluding the sentence which the worthy 
Cur6 would certainly have left unfinished. "Yes, no 
doubt the poor are to be pitied, but the poor at this 
moment are not those whom Mdme. la Comtesse 
supposes. Those who before the siege called them- 
selves the 'working-men' ate as well off now as they 
have ever been in their lives, in fact a great deal 
better oft They have no rent to pay, they are ab- 
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1 from all their debts till the end of the war, 
have warm clothes given them gratis, and they 
'e 30 sous a day, with fifteen added if they be 
ed men. But this is not all. Thanks to the 
cipal canteen, which the Government has in- 
ed, they live almost for nothing. Their dinners 
jmptuous beside yours, Madame, who refuse to 
nything better than what they give the soldiers, 
fours, M. le Cur4 who live on bread and horse, 
ight sous they are entitled to a large bowl of 
their ration of cooked meat, a plate of beans 
tatoes, half-a-pound of bread, and half a litre 
ne, and they may go and take two meals of 
ort a day. So you see, those who are suffer- 
om hunger, and are likely to die of the com- 
: if the siege lasts much longer, are not the 
i-trodden proletaries,' as these gentlemen love to 
hemselves. No, those who are hungry now, 
lave changed places with the beggars, are the 
tunate petty bourgeois, the small tradesmen, the 
iiousand subaltern emplqyis who in peace-time 
o keep up a rag of respectability, and who at 
nt must choose between paying for their cab- 
three francs apiece, or going without cabbages 
living on that mouthful of horse which the 
Timent allows. A good many of these poor 
have become very scarecrows. I saw one of 
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them last week — they told me he was a. railway 
clerk — go and take up his post outside one of the 
municipal canteens, along with his queue, waiting 
for the distribution. He probably thought that, 
being starving, he had as much right to some soup 
as any other citizen. But you should have seen the 
storm his coming excited. He was recognized by a 
neighbour, and set upon by the whole concourse, 
tooth and nail, beak and claw. What! a man who 
used to have three thousand francs a year beg for 
soup! An 'aristocrat' come and snatch the bread 
out of the People's mouth! In less than a twinkling 
he was felled into the gutter, his jug kicked out of 
his band, his vile aristocratic body pummelled into 
a jelly, and it was lucky for him that the canteen 
doois were opened just at this juncture, else I doubt 
if he would have remained in a position ever to feel 
hui^iry again. Ah, they are pleasant gentlemen, 
these down-trodden proletaries, when you take liie 
muzzle off them." 

"Dear me, dear me, this is all very dreadful," 
said the Countess, "but if these men are not hungry 
what can they want with us? I suppose it is some 
of these terrible politics again," added she, with a 
sigh. 

"Humph! politics! I would willingly give a 
hundred-franc note to any Son of Brutus who ex- 
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plained to me what he understood by that word, and 
another hundred if he told me frankly what his ideal 
of a good government was," answered the surgeon, 
sceptictdly. "TTicy have got a Republic now, and 
they are conscientiously doing their utmost to upset 
it; if they ever install themselves in its place under 
the name of double-dyed or treble-dyed Republic, 
you may depend upon their clutching each other 
by the throat, even as they have done on every 
fonner occasion, when it has pleased Providence to 
give them their turn at the helm. As for what they 
say about the Bonapartists bringing on this war, you 
know what my opinion is respecting that, Madame, 
and so do you, M. le Cur^." 

"Yes, yes, my dear doctor, I know you are in- 
dulgent," answered the Cur^, sighing. 

"Not indulgent, but just," answered the surgeon, 
plainly. "If I thought that this war was due to 
any particular party, I should say so; but my con- 
viction is, that it was a fatality in which we all had 
a hand, without exception. As an old soldier who 
has served under the Dukes of Nemours and Aumale, 
I have always been an Orleanist; hut I, too, was a 
partisan of this war, so was every Frenchman worth 
his salt; and if a few held back, I own I cannot rid 
myself of the notion that pohtics had more to do 
with it than love of peace. Had the Government 
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backed out of their war-scrape whilst it was yet 
time, I would have wagered a good deal that the 
Republican party-cry henceforth would have been 
that the Emperor was afraid to fight the Prussians." 

"Well, well," rejoined the Cur^, gravely, "let us 
be just to every man according to his works. The 
Republicans acted rightly in opposing the war: I 
prefer to think that their motives were good." 

I am unable to guess what reply, if any, the 
sui^on would have made, for whilst the Cur4 was 
speaking, a distant clamour, as of an adjoining crowd, 
reached our ears; and he had scarcely done, when 
one of the ambulance attendants ran in scared, and 
said: "There is an enormous mob of National Guards 
and workmen; they are carrying red flags, and shout- 
ing, 'A has les Prt/res de Rosemonde!' and they are 
coming down the street!" ' 



It was quite true. There they were, a 
mob, shaggy, turbulent, and in excellent spirits for 
mischief. The Citizen Bilia had originally projected 
a purely civilian demonstration , but those second 
thoughts which the proverb assures us are best, had 
counselled him to admit his armed battalion of 
National Guards to a. participation; and so they 
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traced behind him, five hundred strong, draggle- 
tailed, undiscipUned, and singing patriotic songs, 
furiously out of tune, as became true Republicans, 
averse to any sort of order or regulation. This, by 
the way, was the eleventh or twelfth "demonstration," 
in which the Citizen Biha's battalion took part It 
was always demonstrating, this valuable cohort of 
warriors. One day it was trudging processionally 
through the mud to crown a statue somewhere; 
another day it went in state to howl at the Govern- 
ment at the Hfltel-de-Ville; a third day it would go 
and sack somebody's house, for the greater glory of 
the good cause; and so on. Perhaps it will seem to 
certain minds that, considering the Prassians were 
knocking rather importunately at the gates of Paris, 
the Citizen Biiia's battalion might have found a 
more useful field for its energies in endeavouring to 
induce the Prussians to go away. But to this I an- 
swer that, if every man did his duty, there would 
soon be nothing to complain of: not even war, for 
instance, which would be a pity, seeing how lucrative 
a trade it is becoming; nor revolutions, which would 
be a most painful blow to such gentlemen as the 
Citizen Bilia. 

I think that Citizen Bilia had counted upon an 
agreeable morning's sport; and this will account for 
the singularly wry face he pulled when, upon de- 
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bouching into the Place de Ste. Rosemonde, he 
found himself confronting not an unguarded place 
of worship, but eight hundred soldiers, neatly drawn 
up in square, and armed with Chassepot rifles. 

Colonel de Kerhoel had marshaUed his men in 
such a way as to leave a dear road for any person 
or body of persons whose object was simply to pass 
by the church, but also in such a way as to oppose 
a simple, solid, thoroughly unengaging barrier to 
anybody who ruminated an attack. The experienced 
eye of Citizen Bilia took in all this at a glance. He 
was no fool; no more were his men, for they, too, 
seemed struck by the practical character of the ar- 
rangements. However, for the dignity of the thing 
they kept on advancing neither did they in any marked 
degree abate their bowlings. These howls were a 
trifle less enthusiastic, that was all; and when they 
were all opposite the church together, they halted. 
The two hosts then stood face to face. 

One might well have drawn some moral from 
the contrast they offered. It was the contrast be- 
tween those old irreconcilable enemies. Provincial 
France and the Capital. On one side these Bretons 
— a rough lot, dogged, ignorant, far from clean, and 
speaking no language but their own rude patois, 
sturdy churls, nevertheless. Catholics to the core, be- 
lievers in amulets, singers of wild, superstitious 
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hymns, and devoted to their God, their priest, and 
their legitimate chief with a fidelity it would have 
been as impossible to shake as one of those rugged 
rocks by their own seashore. On the other hand, 
this mob of Parisians — dirty and ignorant as the 
countrymen, but believing in nothing and respecting 
nobody, ready with a grin and a lampoon for every- 
thing that was law, order, religion, or morality, and 
grinning behind the back even at that trumpery 
leader of theirs whom, a moment's freak, they had 
set up to guide them, and whom, whenever the fancy 
Jook them, they would break as unceremoniously as 
an ape does a nut. 

The Parisians looked at the Bretons as bumptious 
townsmen look at peasants. The Bretons returned 
the glance as a bull-dog eyes a cat — able to strangle 
him, and not reluctant to do it. 

The mere exchange of glances was not of long 
duration, for .Colonel de Keihoel, in a peremptory 
but off-hand tone, gave the word of command: "At- 
tention! Fix bayonets!" 

The Citizen Bilia, not to be behindhand, insUntly 
sang out, in a piercing falsetto, "Attention! Fix 
bayonets!" 

The next move was the Colonel's, who took out 
a cigar and lit it. The Citizen Bilia felt in his 
pockets, but finding no cigar, did nothing, and there 
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was a pause. But only for a minute. Impelled by 
the vociferations of "The Sons of Brutus," who, re- 
garding the cigar as a token of pacific intentions, 
waxed noisy and sanguine anew, the Citizen Bilia 
stepped forward, and, in a voice which he meant to 
be haughtily defiant, but which quavered slightly in 
his throat, shouted: "Citizen Colonel, in the name 
of the RepubUc one and indivisible, we summon the 
Citizens Tricoche and Robache, and the Citi^enne 
Verveine, to appear before us." 

"Monsieur le Commandant," rephed the Colonel 
politely, "the persons you mention are unknown to 
me. I have the honour of being acquainted with 
Madame la Comtesse de Verveine, Monsieur l'Abb6 
Tricoche, Cnr^ of Ste. Rosemonde, and with- Mon- 
sieur Robache; but they are at this moment engaged, 
and you will excuse me if I decline interrupting them 
for the sake of announcing your visit." 

"Ok, li m" "Plus de Saints/" "A has Us 
arisiocraies et les portiurs iTeau hiniiel" "A Chaillot les 
Comlesses!" yelled the gentlemen in the background. 

"Citizen Colonel," pursued the Commandant 
Bilia, making heroic efforts to surmount the lump 
which was rising in his gullet, "you hear the Irishes 
of the people. I am their delegate. I call upon 
you to let me pass." 
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"I must trouble you to stand back," leplied the 
Colonel simply. 

"And if I refuse — if I insist upon advancing?" 

The Colonel quietly unsheathed his sword. "I 
shall cleave you in two hke a carrot," said he. 

But the precious blood of the Citizen Bilia was 
not destined to flow, for a hand was laid on the 
Colonel's arm, and Madame de Verveine, who had 
come out of the church with M, Tricoche, young 
Robache, the surgeon, and myself, interposed: — 
"You desire to see mc, monsieur?" she said to M. 
Bilia. 

The Citizen Commandant was not able imme- 
diately to answer, for the disagreeable menace of 
Colonel de Kerhoel had a little unsettled him. The 
fact is, he was not used to be talked to in this way. 
When he went "demonstrating" before the Govern- 
ment offices, things passed off quite differently. An 
of&dal secretary, not unfrequently a Minister in per- 
son, came down to listen to his observations, and he 
was always assured that the Government would give 
his remarks their most attentive consideration, and 
every disposition was shown not to ruffle his feeUngs 
or in any manner irritate him. He scarcely knew 
what to think of this new form of proceeding — this 
promise to cleave him in two, — a threat which was 
the more offensive as Ihere was not the slightest 
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reason to suppose M. de Kerhoel would not put it 
into execution. 

However, at the sight of Madame de Verveine, 
he rallied. He had doubtless heard that in the 
sphere in which Colonel de Kerhoel moved it was 
customary for male aristocrats to contain themselves 
before female aristocrats. So, feeling himself safe, he 
drew his sword, brandished it above his head, and 
darting glances of unquenchable fury, holloaed r — 
"Who is it that threatens me? I dare you to do 
your worst! The people have resolved that the 
ambulances, where our brothers are lying shall no 
longer be sullied by the persons of the Second 
Empire. We will have no more Jesuits, and no 
more he or she comedians . . . ." ("No tto" roared 
the gentlemen behind. "No mort Jesvils.") 

"1 assure you, you will not find any brother of 
yours yonder," remarked the surgeon ironically. 
"All the men in that ambulance afe soldiers; there 
is not a single ragamuffin among them." 

"Tush, tush!" pleaded worthy M. Tricoche. "I 
am sorry M. le Conunandant, that our presence should 
be a source of annoyance to any one," added he, with 
imperturbable gentleness. "It is but too true that I 
am one of those who, at the outset of this unlucky 
war, spoke otherwise than they ought to have done, 
— otherwise, I may add, than became my character 
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as a priest; and I sjiall not think I have done enough 
even when I have devoted my entire fortune and the 
enei^es of my whole life to remedying some of the 
evils which I have helped to occasion. So if there 
is any particulai form of expiation, monsieur, which 
you wish to suggest to me in the name of public 
opinion, I will pray in all humility for grace to 
submit to it." 

"Excuse me one moment," said young Robache, 
coming forward. "Before favouring us with his 
scheme of expiations, M. BiUa will perhaps do well 
to consider to what extent it will have to be put in 
practice by himself. How do you do, M. Bilia? I 
have never had the opportunity of making your per- 
sonal acquaintance, but it has been given me to 
peruse a document of your composition; and as the 
byword says that the style marks the man, I should 
be almost justified in saying that we are acquainted." 

The Citizen Bilia turned sallow, and stared with 
evident uneasiness at the close-cropped youth whose 
eyeglass gleamed upon him with the disconcerting 
fixity of a pohceman's lantern. 

"Yes, it was a letter sent to my father, then a 
Minister — a Minister of the Second Empire. Whilst 
he was in office he received a good many such 
epistles. I confess they were not characterized for 
the most part by excess of dignity, but one day he 
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lit upon one which for flatness and servility exceeded 
anything he had ever fingered before, and he showed 
it me as a curiosity. The author states his wish to 
serve that poor Second Empire anyhow and any- 
where, as a sub-prefect, a sub-receiver, a clerk of the 
prefecture de poUce, 'in any capacity, in short, where 
he could prove his devotion towards that august 
dynasty whose coming had been as that of the 
blessed manna from heaven.' I remember the very 
words, they struck me as infinitely poetic. I am 
glad to perceive, M. le Commandant, that the rejec- 
tion of this petition — which you will have no diffi- 
culty in recollecting was signed 'Christophe BiHa' — 
has not prevented your making your way in another 

"It's a calumny!" gasped the Citizen Bilia, be- 
come livid; "a base, hireling calumny." And the 
gentlemen in the background, beginning to wonder 
what the conversation could be about, caught at the 
cry, and shouted all t(^ether, with cordial waving of 
red flags and shaking of fists: "Ym, yes, it's a ca- 
lumny: don't believe them. A has Us calomnialeursi" 

"Well, well," continued young Robache, "a short 
memory is no crime; but let us come to another 
subject, that of this war, which you are good enough 
to lay on our shoulders. On the 1 5th of July last 
— you see I am precise about my dates — I was 
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driving down the Rue St. George towards seven in 
the evening. That day M. Thiers — ^you know M, 
Thiers? — had made a speech in the Corps L^gis- 
latif in favour of peace, and a deputation of the 
sovereign people were marking their grateful sense 
of the proceeding by putting some stones through 
his windows. There was one gentleman distinguish- 
ing himself particularly in this exercise. He was 
better dressed than the others, and appeared to be 
leading them; he moreover shouted, 'A Berlinl A 
mart Us AlUmandsl A bas Its pacifiquesV with a 
zeal that did him credit. Somehow, M. Bilia I would 
stake my jvord of honour that this gentleman was 
yourself." 

The Citizen Bilia's first impulse was apparently 
to renew his protestations with redoubled scorn, but 
a better mode of tactics presented itself to his imagi- 
nation. Drawing himself up to his full height of 
five feet three or thereabouts, he hurled out the in- 
dignant cry of the fox who has set a trap and fallen 
into it himself: "Citizens," shrieked he, "we have 
got into an ambush. Let us have nothing to say to 
these people who lie in wait to slaughter Republi- 
cans. Citizen Colonel, I call all here present to wit- 
ness that you have threatened my life, and that had 
I not been actuated by the most patriotic forbear- 
ance, a conflict might have ensued between us. 

. .„„.wlc 
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Citizens, let us withdraw. It shall not be said that 
whilst the enemy is at the gates we allowed our- 
selves to be provoked into civil strife. If these 
people wish to enter into rivaliy with us, they know 
where to find us. Let them follow us to the field 
of battle, and fight by our sides — if they dare." 
Hereupon he wheeled to the right about, put him- 
self at the head of his men, gave the order to march, 
and strode off superbly. And his men followed him 
as before, not a little impressed by his eloquence, 
and reflecting that, after all, it would have been 
absurd to attack these Bretcins, who were a low 
herd, imbued with degrading prejudices, and who, 
besides, would have been just as likely as not to 
rout them. 

"Well, Madame," said the Colonel, sheathing his 
sword and smiting grimly, as the last Son of Brutus 
vanished, bawling with tremendous rage: — 

" TremMci , eDmirni de la Fiuce— 
Roil imt de sang et d'or^ueil; 
Le Peuple SoniKruD I'uvaDce : 
TjTvn, docflndez au corcmil T "— 

"Well, Madame, all's well that ends well!" 

"Heaven grant that it, may all end well," an- 
swered she fervently, biit with a sigh. "You cannot 
think," she added, mournfully, "what a sorrow it is 
to me that, at a time when we ought all to be united, 
there should be such enmities as these between 
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:rymen. It is more cruel than the war 

lonel became suddenly grave, 
ud he, bitterly, "and do you not think it 
leart to pieces to think that the man I 
rested like a dog was a Frenchman? I 
with shame at the thought. Yes, God 
it will all end; but if you are beaten, 
ranee, it is not the Krupp guns or the 
nerals that will have defeated you: your 
n have hurt you more than all yom foes 



■ the Citizen Bilia betook himself upon 
.Ambulance Tricoche, and whether he 
;o execution his threat of 'proceeding to 
field, in order to shame those dastard 
o had lain in wait to slay a Republican, 
ivhich I am not in a position to clear up. 
iclined to think that the Citizen Bilia did 
s battle-iieid, A man cannot devote his 
) things at once, and M. Bilia and friends 
y to occupy them inside the city, without 
adventures out of doors. On the 31st 
they tried to overturn the Government, 
ih of December they tried again, and on 
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the 24th of January they made a third effort, not 
more successful than the other two, but more glorious 
in this respect, that it resulted in a certain number 
of deaths, which always reads well in newspaper 
accounts. By this time, however, M. Bilia had ceased 
to be a Commandant, having been despotically 
cashiered, as he feelingly espressed it: and his bat- 
talion had also been disbanded, and there were some 
unpleasant rumours that if the Government caught 
M. Bilia it intended shooting him, which I believe 
to have been a false report— for the Government of 
the National Defence would not have harmed a fly, 
not even a Prussian if it could have helped it — but 
which nevertheless had the effect of confining M. BiUa 
to out-of-the-way garrets, where he led an occult 
existence, only relieved by those occasienal sorties 
to which I have just alluded. He reappeared alto- 
gether at the close of the siege, and I heard without 
surprise that he had been elected to represent an 
important democratical constituency in the National 
Assembly. There is a brilUant political fiiture open 
before that young man. If he is fortunate enough 
to keep out of the hangman's hands there is no reason 
why he should not become Prime Minister, President 
of a RepubUc — ^Emperor, even, if the fancy takes him. 
The fates of the other personages I have cur- 
s<»ily introduced were perhaps less oiviable than 
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that of the Citizen Bilia, perhaps more so, according 
to the point of view. Colonel de Kerhoel was shot 
in that second attack on the Bourget with five 
hundred out of his eight hundred men. Young 
Robache, not yet cured of his wound, but able to 
lift his arm sufficiently to bold a rifle, decamped 
from his ambulance without surgeon's leave, on the 
morning of the battle of Villiers, and was buried the 
next day in the small village churchyard, which was 
aJl too narrow to contain the number of French 
graves that had to be dug. The surgeon himself 
was carried off by a stray shell whilst picking up 
the wounded on the field of Montretout; and at 
about the time of this, the last battle of the siege, I 
met with the following lines in the papers: — 

"UTtrtgnl laammmci Otdtatk^Miittu.laCiHKltsHiirytrvtmr, 
vilu liitd at Oi TjA, of trfiiu /mr, atrnfAt atOt AmittlaiKt^Sti. 
Roitmimdt, agrdaZ" 

As for M. 'Kcoche, I had few occasions of 
speaking to him after the episode furnished by the 
visit of M. Bilia. Our paths lay apart. The duties 
of newspaper correspondence took me to all points 
of the compass, perpetually moving, perpetually 
scribbhng; and if here and there, whilst jotting 
down notes at sunset on a corpse-strewn field, I 
caught sight of the well-known figure kneeling witb 
gourd or crucifix in hand over a prostrate form, we 
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seldom either of us had more than the time to ex- 
change a. rapid word in passing or a silent grasp of 
the hand. Still, I continued to hear of M. Tricoche: 
Soldiers talked of him with a strange respect; gene- 
rals wished there were a few more like him; Sons 
of Brutus swore he was a Judas, and frequently 
hooted him in the streets. I learned that his am- 
bulance was always fiill, and it was dted as one of 
those where the wounded enjoyed most luxuries; for 
people said the Cur^ was spending every farthing 
he had, and that of all the money he had put by as 
Vicar of wealthy Ste. Rosemonde's, there would so(m 
be not a penny left. On the day when the peace 
was signed I went to call upon M. Tricoche. 

It was a sunshiny day, Paris seemed compara- 
tively joyful^glad to know that the -worst was over. 
Everywhere people were beginning to reopen their 
shops or unfasten their barricaded shutters; and in 
front of Ste. Rosemonde's I found the Distinguished 
Architect supeKntending the removal of. the sacks 
of earth off the pet work of his genius. The red- 
cross flag was already gone, for it seems the 
wounded had been removed to the mihtary hospi- 
tals, now less crowded. On the door figured this 
new announcement: — 

"ThiaCkurck VAliit rtsfnud/tr Dhiti Sirvlct <m OuSHndagitf 
Mid-Ltttl. " I'lMKRE Chahbonkiau , CwV." 

FrrmH PitlMTtt in EngluA Ckalk. II. ^J. , j^ ,,niv[i. 
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"Pierre Chambotmeau!" said I, in astonishment, 
and addressing myself to the Distinguished Architect; 
"but what has become of M. Tricoche?" 

"Oh, haven't you heard?" said my interlocutor, 
filliping an ash from his cigar and laughing. "M. 
Tricoche has resigned." 

"Resigned? And for what reason?" 

" Oh, you know" — and the Distinguished Architect 
^inigged his shoulders — "it's one of the new ideas 
that's come over him since the Empire fell I can't 
say what's the meaning of it 1 believe, myself the 
good old man is a little — ahem!" (the D. A. touched 
bis forehead). "Somebody has heard him pretend 
that havii^ misled the congregation he was entrusted 
to guide, he deserves to be deprived of his ofGce. 
They say the Archbishop tried to pacify him; but 
you know at that age, when they get any notion into 
their heads, ifs the deuce and all to make them 
undersUmd reason. M. Tricoche has obtained a 
place as Vicaire* in some wild, heaven-forsaken 
parish down in the i^renees. — I beg pardon. Heigh 
there! mind what you're about with that sack of 
earth: you all but sent it through the oriel." 

I walked away, without a word, in the direction 
of M. Tricoche's lodgings. At the door a commis- 
sionaire was putting some luggage on a hand-truck, 

* V ia in, in Fnadi, b cutue, uid wV, licai. 
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and Mdllc. Virginie, the Curb's housekeeper, dressed 
as if for a journey, was coroing behind him, with a 
parcel or two. 

"Oh, ifs you, monsieur," said she, curtsying; 
"you're just in time to say good-bye to M. le Caii." 

"Is it really good-bye?" I asked with some 
emotion: for the Cur^ just then appeared himself 
with the last of his luggage — a few books. 

"Yes, dear friend," answered he, with a peaceful 
smile, and he held out his hand. 

No doubt he guessed the mute question in my 
looks, for, still holding my hand, he said with quiet 
earnestness; — "Lavabo inttr innocerUet manut meat; 
ei ittvocalo mitericordiam Domini." Then, making 
the sign of the cross befcnre me as a farewell, he 
added: — "Dominus tecum." 

I am certain I never responded with deeper fer- 
vour: — "M cum tpiriiu iuo" 
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OUR FIRST SUCCESS. 

APROPOS OF DRAMATIC CENSORSHIP. 



There was not an author, journalist, or playwright 
in Paris but knew Monsieur Buche — " Monsieur Buche, 
de I'Acad^mie Franjaisc," as he styled himself iu 
his books; "le savant Monsieur Buche," as he was 
called by his friends; "the great Monsieur Buche," 
as he was derisively termed by a number of us good- 
for-nothing small fiy, who were not ashamed to tallc 
lightly of a person of his merit, but laughed at him, 
his works, and his bun-brown coat, as if he and his 
belongings were fit themes for jesting, instead of 
being the eminently staid, discreet, and venerable 
institutions they were. 

Monsieur Buche — who was close upon seventy, 
and had always been close upon seventy ever since 
mankind could remember — Monsieur Buche had a 
collection of aphorisms, which he drew out &om the 
liecesses of his inner self as occasion served him, 
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nched with majestuous gravity in the face of 
ig generation. It was a solemn thing to hear 
culate, "caLumny, I despise," laying a par- 
stress upon the letter Z, as if to mark his 
conviction that calumny is not derived from 
Mtantive calumnia, as certain among the 
. do vainly boast, but is a composite noun, 
from the words caleo, to warm or to scald, 
lum, contraction oi humanum or homitum, an 
nt biped of the male gender. I have heard 
plain his theory on this subject with great 
n to two philosophers and a grammarian, 
hough the grammarian looked puzzled, I am 
;d M. Buche was in the right, for M. fiuche 
tvoidably right in all that he said and did; 
others did not think so, he himself always 
ich is quite as conclusive, and eveiy whit as 
ory, 

luche was a Senator as well as an Academician, 
rybody seemed to think it perfectly proper 
should be in the Senate, or, indeed, in any 
sembly where there was high pay to be had 
all work to be done. It is true that when 
came to be asked what were M. Buche's 
claims to sit in embroidered clothing and 
: for his fellows, they were often at a loss to 
; but a good many got over the difficulty by 
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saying they supposed M. Buche was in the Senate 
because he was in the Academy — an excellent 
reason if ever there was one, for, as not a soul on 
earth knew why it was that M. Buche had been 
made an Academician, everybody was naturally 
afraid to ask, lest such a display of ignorance should 
draw down public contempt on the querist and 
cause him to be slighted and held up to contumely. 
The fact is, M. Buche was one of those men who 
make their way into the snug nooks and boles of 
the social edifice by the sanie mysterious but never- 
failing process which brings mice into the inter- 
stices of our dwelling-houses and well-fed q)iders 
into the secret comers thereofl How come the 
mice there, and how the spiders, nobody can tell; 
and so it was with M. Buche. The only thing 
people knew for certain was, that so sure as ever 
there was a well-hned sinecure to be filled, or a 
cosy profit-yielding berth to be disposed of, so sure 
did the figure of the "savant M. Buche" loom upon 
the horizon with its bun-brown coat, gold-rimmed 
spectacles, stiff-starched gill-collar, and a look that 
seemed to say, "Who so fit as I to possess this 
sinecure? who so presumptuous as to question my 
right to it?" I hasten to remark that as a rule 
nobody ever did question the right of M. Buche 
pither to the honours he possessed already, or to 
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any others for which he might feel an appetite by- 
and-by. Once, to be sure, a miserable journalist — 
one of those degraded individuals who respect 
nothing — was ill-advised enough to hint that there 
might be no harm in inquiring what M. Buche had 
done that he should finger so much public money; 
but at this the outcry was so loud and general, and 
the words "envy," "slander," "malice," were so 
universally showered down, that the shameless writer 
was reduced to silence, M. Budie the while heaping 
coals of fire on his head by declaring with noble 
magnanimity that "he bore no rancour, for that the 
man was probably only an imbecile." 

It was M. Buche who, at the Friday meetings of 
the Academy, was wont to read papers "on the de- 
dine of modem literature" — sorts of dirges in prose, 
uttered in tones of mournful grandeur and strenuously 
applauded by M. Buche's colleagues, many of whom 
understood not a word of what they heard, but of 
course clapped their hands the loudest so as not to 
be taken for simpletons. Now and then M. Buche 
would be induced to read one of these valuable 
papers in public, either in a drawing-room w lerture- 
room, and on such occasions it was a fine thing to 
watch the enthusiasm which his words excited 
amongst his audience. If the lecture was a payii^ 
one the tickets fetched a premium, and from the 
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puxuent when M. Budie stood up to the moment 
when he tat down, one could hear on all sides sudh 
exclamations as "Ahl" "Hear, hear!" "How true!" 
''Admirable I" or, especially from certain old ladies 
who dabbled in literature, and were not so keenly 
ap|»«ciated by a short-sighted public as, by their 
own demonstration, they should have be«i. There 
were several popular journalists and authors, too, 
who attended M. Buche's lectures; and it has more 
than once occurred to me to observe the attitude <rf 
these gentlemen whilst the Academidan was in* 
veighing with stem indignation against the flippancy 
of modem literature. I avow with humility that I 
myself am no judge of literature, f<M', to my unen- 
lightened mind, many of these popular writers had 
more .talent in their little finger's end than M. Bucfae 
in his whole person, bun-4irDwn coat included; and 
I would have given a great deal to see one of them 
get up and call M. Buche a worn-out mummy, or 
offer to fight him, or do something equally scandalous. 
But, I repeat, this only proves the perverse and be- 
nighted state of my intellect. The popular authors, 
who wei:e better bred than I, usually took their 
.caatigatiOD very meekly. When M. Buche frowned 
at novels and shrugged his shoulders at newspapers, 
when he talked of journalism "as the idle occupation 
pf frivolous minds," and described novelists as "men 
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who entice the public from the healthy pabulum of 
sound hterature by the culpable allurements of un- 
substantial fiction;" when he said all this and a good 
deal besides, wielding tiie rod as if he had beeit 
specially delegated by Providence to perform this 
duty; I vpw it upon my word there was not a soul 
who laughed; nay, more, I am persuaded of this, 
that if anybody had stood up and proclaimed aloud 
that M. Buche himself had once written a novel, the 
whole first edition of which was still lying untouched 
upon the shelves at his publisher's, there woqld have 
been a unanimous hooting, aad the libeller would 
have been hustled and ignominiously thrust out by 
the neck and bowled into the gutter. 

Naturally, M. Buche was an Imperialist, and had 
been so ever since the 2nd December, 185 1. He 
voted with the Eight (that is, with the majority) as 
a matter of principle, and seldom missed the oppor- 
tunity of introducing some of his pet aphorisms upon 
the decline of contemporary hterature into the speeches 
he delivered from the tribune. It was currently re- 
ported, however, that once upon a time M. Buche had 
been a liberal, a mild liberal according to some^ an 
out-and-out radical-republican according to otbets^ 
There were even a few who went the length of as* 
serting that it was mainly owing to bis presumed 
liberalism that M. Buche had been able to make 
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$iKh excellent head-way when he first started on bis 
career. But this liberalism — even if true — was a 
thing so tar distant, and the memory of it so ex- 
tremely distasteful to M. Buche, that all right-minded 
people were agreed in covering it carefully over and 
avoiding allusions to it Enough was it, for the pre- 
sent, that M. Buche was a Bonapartist, and likely to 
remain so until there was a change of dynasty, The 
rest concerned nobody. As M. Buche himself said 
in one of his remarkable speeches, "il Wy a que let 
sois, Mesiieurt, gui ne changent jamais. Mot-mime 
fat thangi; mait en tout Hal de cause je puis me vanier 
de ctci: que je suis toujours RESit du bon c&ii." 
And this was indeed true, for whatever else might 
be reported of M. Buche, nobody could gainsay that 
throughout every change of wind and weather be 
had always remained on the paying side. 

Now, after all that precedes, it will surprise 
nobody to hear that, in addition to numerous other 
posts he held, M. Buche had been appointed by 
Govenunent to the exceedingly delicate and difficult 
functions of State Censor. As M. Buche notoriously 
abominated what he called modem novels, and de- 
tested still more, if possible, anything that resembled 
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modem play, successive Ministers bad wisely de- 
dcd that he was the fittest person to judge of such 
)rks impartially. I may remark, in passing, that it 
this luminous spirit of discrimination in the choice 
candidates for important posts which has served 
make the name of Government so extremely 
ipular in our country, and secured us that happy 
imunity from revolution viddi we have enjoyed 
iring the present century. M. Buche was one of 
enty, every bit as competent as himself, who met 
;ether two or three times a week, either all to- 
ther or in batches, to hold a sort of Pie-powder . 
lurt over the literary productions of their contem- 
raries. Imagine a score of most antique and 
nerable stage-coaches assembled to judge the per- 
■mances of some modem bicycles, and you will 
ve an accurate idea of the jurisprudence to be got 
t of this model tribunal. So long as only novels 
:rc concerned, the Censors were indulgent enough: 
: at most they could only refuse to grant the 
ampule* to a book; and this, as they were pro- 



* TJiik«>bo(>khun(»TcdaicHAw>>iaibtiuiip)ortbeCeiuonhip, 
■m Bsfthar be aald wilhiii nB«74luiDiu, am b* InwkMl Bbmt Iha 
ntry by pedlan. At Ant ngbl it might Kem tbat tba reluul of 

■uiDp ouut be I desOi-bloT to any woHc; but the conimy ii the 
t. I( the CcnmliiF dediu to Mamp • booh, u beiai namonl er 
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bably aware, was rather an advantage than otherwise 
to the author. But when they were met to examine 
a play it was another matter; and they might then 
be seen in their gloiy. Neither genius, nor talent, 
jior reputation found favour in their sight. Emite 
Augier and Victor Hugo, young Dumas and Saxdou, 
George Sand and Bairi^re, all shared the common 
lot Ah, ah! talent and reputation indeed! What 
were talent and reputation to twenty old gentlemen 
armed with red-chalk pencils and eager to show their 
leal on behalf of public morality? The only pos- 
sible chance that an author could have of getting cff 
unscathed was to confine his plot strictly to the 
harmless topics of seduction and adultery, elopement 
and murder; but if, in an evil moment, a dramatist 
so far forgot himself as to transgress these bounds 
and to talk of politics or social reforms — Oh, oh! it 
was then that the Censors bridled up with their 
scissors and pencils; cutting out th\K passage and 
blurring that, glaring with indignant eyes Upon the 
culprit and ciying out in scandalized tones about 
the profligacy of the jo'esent age, and the necessity 
of safeguarding the public against insidious forms 
of contamination. 

No wonder that, with such intelligent Censors to 
watch over us, the morals of my countrymen should 
be so pure, and that the French stage especialljt 
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Id be SO universally noted for everything that is 
er, exemplary, and pleasant! 
[ am coming now to the subject of my narrative. 
'ou may suppose, I have not been at such pains 
atroduce M. Buche for the simple pleasure of 
ig you that he habitually wore a bun-brown coat, 
that his maxim upon things in general was, 
sp to the weather side." M. Buche may have 
, a great man, greater than anybody else in the 
e French Empire; but his very existence might 
aps have remained unknown to me had it not 
1 for the unpleasant fact that I was one day 
ght into contact with him — brought into contact 
lie earthenware pot in the fable was with the 
pot, very considerably to its damage and not a 
to its mortification, 

; must tell you that 1 have a friend named Th6o- 
TWmolin who writes poetry. Wherefore Tr^molin 
Id write poetry is a mystery, for it doesn't pay 
and there are many other trades, such as shoe- 
ting or knife-grinding, which he might exercise 
greater profit to himself and more advantage 
le community. But be this as it may, IWmolin 
s poetry, and has done so ever since be was 
td loose from school, six or seven year? ago, 
his head stuffed full of Horace, and his boxes 
imed with prize-books, praxime tucftsenatts on 
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vellum, and other trophies of a hberal education. 
The publishers of Paris know Trimolin, and duck 
down side-streets when they descry him on the 
Boulevards.- He has a shock head of hair, pockets 
bulging out with manuscript, boots that go clip-clap . 
when they touch the pavement, and a general air of 
being out-at-elbows and ravenous. Judged by the 
canons of respectability which liave force of law 
amongst grocers, cheesemongers, and people who pay 
their rent, TWrnolin would be set down as a repro- 
bate, for he never has a sou in his pocket, sleeps 
where he can, dines only on gala-days, and jokes at 
constituted authorities. This last propensity is a 
fatal one, for it makes nine-tenths of the population 
avoid Tr^molin like a mad dog. What security can 
there be, indeed, in the presence of an individual 
who does not see the use of a municipal councillor, 
and laughs at a mayor as at something grotesque 
and fantastic? You English have only to imagine a 
person addicted to joking at vestrymen to sympathize 
heart and soul with those orderly Parisians who 
classed Tr^molin somewhat higher than an assassin, 
but infinitely lower than a pickpocket. 

Well, as this black sheep was a friend of mine, 
it was only natural that he should end by imparting 
to me a taste for some of his evil practices, and one 
teight morning I was astonished to find that he and 
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I had been living six months together; lodging in a 
kind of garret close under the roof on the sixth 
floor, and writing plays which we carried furtively 
to managers' letter-boxes and dropped in surrepti- 
tiously when it was dark and we were sure there 
was nobody looking. Tr^molin was for high art, 
and would have had me write tragedies; for, though 
he himself was always laughing from one year's end 
to the other, his literary mood was essentially lugu- 
brious, and it was seldom that his heroes escaped 
death by strangulation. But on this point my per- 
sonal experience stood me in good stead. I had 
had three tragedies in five acts refused at the Odeon, 
and was consequently able to assure Tr^molin that 
contemporary managers were wanting in taste for 
the higher branches of the drama. I cannot say 
that this greatly intimidated Tr^raolin; for being of 
a bold turn of mind, he would have cheerfully per- 
severed, all managers and friends notwithstanding. 
But he showed himself amenable to reason, and, on 
being properly indoctrinated, agreed to write extra- 
vaganzas, which, as he sagaciously remarked, were 
often mere tragedies with the frame changed. "You 
see," said he, "it will be considered a very funny 
thing if I hang half my people in the last act of a 
burlesque, and as for the speeches of my dramatis - 
persona. King Lear and Cintia might be turned into 



OUR FIRST SUCCESS. 1I5 

first-rate farces if you only set the declamations to 
music and intercalated break-downs at the pathetic 
bits." 

Ailet a time, however, it became manifest even 
to Tr^molin that the art of bread-making and that 
of verse-making have no sort of direct analogy, and 
that there is perhaps on the whole a good deal to 
be said for the knife-grinSing trade, in which a man 
may earn two-and-sixpence a day and go to sleep at 
night with a quiet conscience. I can guess what it 
must have cost Tr^molin to arrive at this conclusion, 
for he would rave about Art for hours without stop- 
ping, and often vowed, with a hand on his waist- 
coat, that he would cleave to this mistress so long 
as he had a crust of bread left. But here was just 
the point; for after six months in om- garret we 
neither of us had crusts of bread; and all the re- 
spectable people of the neighbourhood, our landlord 
included, spoke of us as a pair of lazy stay-at-home 
vagabonds, who ought to be set to break stones to 
learn what hard work was. One day poor Tr^molin, 
who had been looking at me ruefiilly for a few min- 
utes, threw down his pen and said, with a shrug of 
the shoulders, "This beats me, Victor; I see it won't 
do! I vote we go and enhst." 

It was about seven o'clock in the evening, and 
from our window on the sixth Qooi* we could hear 
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the rumbling of a long line of carriages drawn up 
outside the Senate, where his Excellency the Presi- 
dent was giving a grand dinner-party. We were in 
early spring: the sun was just setting over Paris; and 
as we got up and looked down the street, leaning 
side by side against the window-sill, we could descry, 
like small dots on the pavement below, a fine 
sprinkling of comfortable citizens taking their even- 
ing airing with that leisurely gait peculiar to men 
who have eaten and are filled. By a stretch of 
imagination we fancied we could see the faces of 
the Senators, Ambassadors, Ministers, and Deputies, 
who were going to his Excellency's banquet. They, 
too, seemed comfortable, and replete by anticipation. 
As M. Buche was a Senator, he of course was among 
the guests, but we did not know him then, and so 
could take no note of his bun-brown brougham with 
his bun-brown horses and its brown-clad coachman, 
all as solemn and magnificent as it behoved the be- 
loi^ng of such a master to be. It was an exasperat- 
ing thing, however, to look at so many people who 
had iUready dined, and so many more who were 
about to dint, and yet to feel, as Tr^molin put it, 
that our own hcpes of future dinners were based 
upon contingencies as slender as a needle's point. 
"I have been reflecting," remarked my friend, with 
a grumble, "that you and I have both lighted on 
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bad times, Victor." And saying this, he emptied the 
remainder of his tobacco-pouch into his pipe and 
began to smoke musingly, "You see if we had been 
bom five hundred years ago we should not have 
talked about remaining dinnerless. If we had had 
no dinner of our own we should have walked into 
a house and taken somebody else's dinner, and the 
thing would have seemed rather a good joke than 
otherwise to the public at large. As for the owner 
of the dinner, the question to debate with him 
would have been not one of equity but of fists. You 
would have fought him, I should have looked on to 
see fair play, and after you had established your 
supremacy I should have eaten my share of the 
dinner and cried VtB vt'clis? It your adversary had 
behaved remarkably like a brick throughout the 
whole affair, we should, perhaps, have thrown him 
the bones of his own banquet, and so gained a 
character for chivalry. At the conclusion of the 
entertainment, when we had cleared out the last 
platter, and turned the wine-gourds upside down to 
see that there was nothing left in them, I should 
have drawn out my tablets and written a rhythmical 
account of our achievement, which we should have 
gone about singing flrom castle to castle, mandolin 
in hand, thus earning other dinners, to say nothing 
of a reputation as very admirable fellows and clever 
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wags to boot. Those were good times. Nowadays 
we have a civilization which leaves us dinnerless, 
and an excellent code of laws which forbids us to 
take our neighbour's dinner. Of course the neigh- 
bour, feeling his dinner protected, by the omnipotent 
vigilance of these laws, would see us both hanged 
before he would give us a mouthful, and if we were 
to dispense with his leave and take his dinner by 
force, after throwing him out of the window, no 
amount of rhyming on our part could ever induce 
a magistrate to believe that we were nothing more 
than modem Plantagenets or Montmorencys follow- 
ing in the footsteps of our ancestors. This proves, 
O Victor — and yet why are you named Victor, since 
you are unable to conquer a dinner? — this proves, I 
say, that, in proportion as humanity grows rich in 
steam-ploughs and municipal councillors, its sense of 
the humorous becomes blunted, its views as to right 
and wrong become narrowed, and its respect for 
poets dwindles to so mean a level that it suffers 
Theodore Tr^molin to go to bed supperless." 

Theodore had got so far in his monologue when 
there was a knock at the door, which brought him 
abruptly to a standstill. It was a harsh knock, quick 
and hard. 

"Ah!" said he tragically, "a creditor! Shout to 
him that we are not at home." 
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But it was not a creditor. The door ope. 
in walked la M^re Th^rfese, wife of the ci 
bringing a letter. 

"O most ancient and revered matron, 
Theodore, relieved, "what message is it tl 
bearest in thy saffron fingers? Is it the pet 
a creditor? If so, haste thee with a pen ar 
to say that the house of Tr^molin and Marine 
long suspended payment. Is it a missive i 
If so, O matron, then use a milder strain, 
the fair one that mahsueta Fames and iurpis 
have driven an as triplex ctrcum hcec duo 
Or is it rather an invitation to dine at the 1 
the great in the company of the high-bo 
illustrious? Ah! matron, I have thee there: 
be the tenour of the despatch thou bringes 
out with thy best sheet of paper and thy mo 
style, and say to the patrician who has aske 
two poets to dinner, that in a certain office 
Mount of Piety two dress-coats lie in bondagi 
ing an usurious ransom; and that never — no 
— so long as these coats are in captivity, ■ 
sons of the Muses consent to be hospitablj 
tained in the halls of the magnates of this e 

M^re Th^rise did not seem much imprei 
these eloquent adjurations. "Leave off th 
talk, now do," she exclaimed, indignantly, ; 
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posited the letter on the table amidst a heap of 
manuscripts and uniinished lyrics. After this she 
marched out as she had come, and left us to our 
reflections. 

When we were alone again Theodore Tr^molin 
and I stood for a moment silent, looking at the 
letter. We had both drawn near the table, and 
Theodore had stopped laughing. He was doing his 
best to seem unconcerned, but the glances he cast 
at the little square piece of paper in the centre of 
the table were too wistful for real indifference. Why 
is it that we appear to guess, by the sight of certain 
envelopes, whether the letter within brings good 
news or bad? This envelope looked Uke good news, 
but we had been disappointed so often that we 
were afraid to break the seal. 

"You open it," began Theodore; "I have not the 
pluck to." 

"Nor I," I rejoined. 

"Weil, then, let us draw lots," said he. "Fate 
will choose the boldest" 

We drew lots. The kit fell on me, and with 
nervous slowness I opened the letter. It contained 
what follows: — 
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The next day, at two o'clock in the afternoon, 
the green-room of the Theatre des Fantaisies 
Comiques was crowded to hear the reading of a 
new piece by two young gentlemen, whose names 
the stage porter announced as MM. Semohna and 
Marmalade. Both young gentlemen being profoundly 
unknown to fame, there was a buzz of curiosity and 
a whispering behind fans as the two walked in and 
looked shyly around them for somebody to speak to. 
At one end of the room sat a young lady with a 
.fine red chignon and a dress of pale blue silk, play- 
ing with a curly white dog like a ball of fluff, and 
listening absently to the conversation of two or three 
gentlemen, with flowers in their button-holes and 
straw-coloured gloves on their hands. As the 
Theatre des Fantaisies Comiques prided itself upon 
being an essentially aristocratic house, MM. Semohna 
and Marmalade took these well-dressed gentlemen 
for actors, and felt not a little ashamed of their own 
costumes — which had, alas! been hired fOT the oc- 
casion of one of those providential Hebrews who let 
out dress-suits at five francs the night, and wedding- 
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garments at ten francs fifty centimes the day. In 
a recess, somewhere behind the lady in blue, a couple 
of other gentlemen, robust and well-to-do, were 
smoking cigarettes and exchanging remarks in a 
confidential whisper, appearing to take no notice of 
a young lady in mauve who was pinning strips of 
paper to their coat-tails. A third young lady, in 
cerise, had got a cigarette between her teeth, like 
the two portly gentlemen, and seemed to enjoy it 
amazingly. The rest of the figures present offered 
only a confused jumble of silks and ribbons, high 
hats and frock-coats, faces shaven and faces rouged, 
hair flowing over the shoulders and hair piled up in 
rolls, fans and parasols, umbrellas and walking- canes, 
eyeglasses single and eyeglasses double, Havannah 
dogs and King Charles' spaniels, patchouli and 
musk, eau-de-Cologne and millefleUTS: the whole of 
which ingredients blended together constituted a 
dozen members of both sexes, who were all talking 
aloud about every conceivable subject, from politics 
and horse-racing down to vaccination and the price 
of truffles. In the centre of the room stood a table 
with two blotting-books, two pens, an inkstand, two 
chairs, a sugar-basin, a decanter of water, and a 
couple of glasses. 

"Ah!" exclaimed one of the two robust gentle- 
men, catching sight of Tr^molin and me. Then ad- 
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vancing, he said politely, "Monsieur Manns 
believe?" 

"Maimelot," I suggested. 

"Ah, yes, to be sure. And this is K 
Semolenta, your friend? Well, I'm deligj 
make your acquaintance. Your piece is 1 
deuced funny. Where did you get your titi 
You see I don't know how it is, but I'm no 
titles, as I daresay you've noticed, Whi 
written a play I take it to my friend Lang 
that's I.angouste down there with the yellow 
talking to Mimi Triboulette— and it's he wt 
me the title. A great hand -at titles, Lai 
One day I took him a farce in two acts — 
clever thing, though I say it— Langouste hai 
toothache, and was as sulky as a bear. He \ 
read the farce, declared it bored him; but 
to get rid of me, he roared out, 'Is there a 
about a drum in it?' 'Nothing,' I said. '1 
anything about a trumpet?' 'Not a word,' 
'Well, then, call it Sans Tambour ni Trompei 
be hanged to you!' And so I did, by heavei 
the piece ran two hundred nights. Ha, ha! 
de Langouste, va!" 

At this juncture the stout gentleman c 
one of the strips of paper which the young 

D,c I zcJ;, Google 
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mauve had pinned to his coat-Uil, and proceeded 
to remove it 

"It's Zephirine who did that," he remarked, 
quietly. "Just be kind enough to dip your hand 
into my pocket, will you, and see if there's any- 
thing in it? Last week she put a pastepot there, 
and I don't want to be caught again. You've got 
no gloves on, so it doesn't matter. Of course you 
know Zephirine. No? Well, then, your friend M. 
Semolina does. What! you don't either? Ha! 
shouldn't have thought it possible. Well, come here 
and m introduce you." 

I seized this occasion of putting in a word 
and thanking my stout interlocutor for his letter 
of the preceding day. He stopped short and stared 
at me. 

"Egad!" he exclaimed, laughing, "you don't 
mean to say you took me for the lessee? Why, 
Masticot has got a face like a piece of putty cut 
into a conic section. It's a whole poem is that face 
of Masticot's. Imagine a countenance struggling to 
conceal the conflicting emotions of ambition and 
grim despair, and caught in the act by a pair of 
eyes which nature originally intended for an under- 
sized weasel. Masticot has been devoured all his 
life by one all-absorbing ambition— that of finding a 
hat to fit him; and the irremediable melanchcrfy you 
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will notice on his brow has been stamped there by 
a long succession of head-dresses, not one of which 
would ever allow the public to see aught of Masti- 
cot's face but the under lip and chin. Oh, no: I'm 
not Masticot! I'm only Masticot's friend. I hold 
his hat over his head for him when we walk down 
the Boulevards together, and so save him from pre- 
mature death by extinction. But here is my card, 
Emile Javelin, at your service," 

As everybody in civilized Europe knew Eraile 
Javelin and his works, Tr4molin and I both reddened 
together at my mistake. M. Javelin, however, ap- 
peared quite unoflended by it, and laying a hand 
patronizingly on each of our shoulders, pushed to- 
wards the lady in pale blue with the red chignon 
and the dog:— "Mademoiselle Mimi Triboulette 
and her dog," he said, introducing us. "You know, 
M. Marmalade, What Pericles said of his son's dog, 
Azor: — "Azor rules my boy, my boy rules his 
mother, his mother rules me, I rule Athens, Athens 
rules Greece, and Greece rules the world — where- 
fore Azor is the ruler of the world," Same re- 
mark applicable to Mdlle. Mimi Triboulette's dog, 
Bichon. Bichon governs Mdlle. Mimi, Mdlle. Mimi 
governs the Parisian public, the Parisian public 
governs Europe, Europe governs the two hemispheres 
— ergo, Bichon is the governor of the universe." 
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Mdlle. Mimi smiled and stroked the ears of 
Bichon, who eyed me contemptuously as an inter- 
loper, and showed his teeth at Tr^molin. "Amiable 
dog, if ever there was one," continued M. Javelin: 
"he bit a piece out of a scene-shifter's leg the night 
before last; but I advise you to make friends with 
him, else his mistress will bear you a grudge, and 
sing all the best bits of your Bcsuf i PHuiU out of 
tune. This, here in the cerise gown, is Mdlle. 
Sophie Mirabelle, who has hunted the fox in Eng- 
land, and rides at gates with five bars. The part 
of the young Fellah in the Bauf d PHuiU will be 
for her. Sophie, my dear child, you behe the signi- 
fication of your name, which is Wisdom: if you per- 
sist in smoking cigarettes Hke that, you will end by 
blacking those pearl teeth of yours. Mdlle, Zephirine, 
here are two gentlemen who claim the honour of 
being introduced to you. Strip of paper pinned to 
coat-tail received and gratefully acknowledged by 
present speaker; I say this in passing. M. Semolina, 
I advise you to beware of Mdlle. Zephirine. She 
has broken the hearts of two stage managers, and 
hurried fifteen fiddlers out of the orchestra to an 
early grave. Her policy in life is never to learn her 
parts, and to sing the music as she fancies. There 
is a particular flute-player who has grown asthmatic 
from trying to keep pace with her. Those two gen- 
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tlcmen with the geraniums are Counts de Jose and 
de Nos6, two habiiuii who will view the first per- 
formance of the Bauf d I'Huile from a stage-box, 
and throw hundred-franc bouquets to Mdlle. Tribou- 
lette. Such nobiemen are a godsend to the flower- 
trade. For the rest of the company, vtdele playbill. 
This on the right, with the pink necktie, is Qaude 
Doucette, the tenorina. Tis he will warble, 'Oil, 
come to my heart, thou white-beaked swan,' in 
Act i. scene z. Further on, Alphonse Ballon, fami- 
liarly Sooner ges, the basso-prof ondo , who of course, 
will be Raga-Muffin, the high-priest of Apis. There, 
to the left, Grimaudin, the baritone, your future 
Ptolom^e XXin., who wiU dance the cancan with 
Mesdemoiselles Mimi and Zephirine, and cause 
Counts de Jos6 and de Nos^ to spht their kid-gloves 
with enthusiasm. Ha — ha! if I were a glover, I 
would vote a statue to Counts de Jos^ and de Nos6. 
But hullo! here we are. Right about face, young 
gentlemen ! this is M. Masticot and his fidui Achates, 
Grosgoulu, the stage-manager. . 

The door had just opened and admitted two 
gentlemen, the first of whom was of so small a size, 
and looked so dejected under an overwhelmingly big 
hat, that I supposed it must be the unfortunate M, 
Masticot His companion was also short, but made 
Up for this failing by being about three times the 
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ence of his superior. He was mopping a 
visage with a voluminous pocket-hand- 
and exclaimed, "Ugh, how hot it is!" seven 
the first ten minutes. Both gentlemen un- 
themselves on entering; and M. Masticot, 
iesponding nod, said, "Good afternoon, 
d gentlemen. I'm afraid I'm a little late, 
lin, how do you do? I didn't expect to 
here. Where are the two authors? have 
-ed yet?" 

mile Javelin pushed us forward both to- 
'r^raolin and me; and the small M. Masti- 
e same glum tone as before, said, — "Thank 
lemen, for being so punctual. I must con- 
you on your piece; I think it will do. We 
pgether the other night : and Grosgoulu here 
at it, so did Javelin laugh at it; in fact, 
aughed at it. It is a very pleasant thing to 

laugh, gentlemen." 

pulu here interposed: "It's a quarter to 
.id he, taking out his watch. "Suppose we 

yes, suppose we begin?" echoed the 

1 Masticot, in accents more dismal than 

sieur Grosgoulu," cried out Mdlle. Mimi 
te, from her end of the room, "before we 
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begin, I give ypu fair warning that I won't have any 
more of my costumes from the costumier of this 
theatre. I insist upon having my dresses sketched 
by Paul Cr^qui of the Charivari, and made by 
Worth, If you don't consent, I won't play the Queen 
of Egypt" 

"And look here, Monsieur Gro^oulu!" exclaimed 
MdDe. Sophie Mirabellc. "I've told you twice al- 
ready, that I will not put up with only two dresses 
in a three-act piece. At the Bouffes they change 
their dresses each act. I wish you'd remember, too, 
that I've told the boot-maker twenty times at least 
to put gold heels and tassels to my dancing-boots 
and that he always forgets. Yesterday he sent me 
home three pairs of white satin boots with red 
heels and silk laces; but I won't have them. I shall 
send them back, and if he can't alter them, I must 
have new ones." 

"I've something to say, too, Monsieur Grosgoulu," 
cried out Mdlle. Zephirine. "That champagne 
which you had served us yesterday, in the drinking- 
scene of Le Rot Potiron, wasn't Cliquot; and you 
know very welt I never drink Mott. If it happens 
again, I shall cry out on the stage, 'This is goose- 
berry,' which will make the public laugh, and serve 
you right" 

"Is there any sugar in the basin?" roared out 



130 FRENCH FICTUKES IN ENGLISH CHALK. 

the deep voice lOf M. Ballon, the baMo^pro/naufo. 
'Mli ea, be. kind enough, somebody, to pass jne.a 
'glass of tau-sucrie: this is.lilce an oven!" 

"Yes, tme. Ugh , how hot it is I " assented the 
st^e-manager. "You shall have .all that you want, 
ladies," he added, placidly; "but I think you're 
wrong, Mdlle. Mimi, about Pant. C^ui—rhe .doesn't 
draw half so well .as our artist" 

"Yes, he does," said Aldlle. Mimi. •! He's the 
only artist who knows my figure. Jilonsieur Javelin, 
what are you laughing at?" 

"Honi soil qui mal y pense," .answered ,M. 
Javelin, demurely. "I think Paul Cr4qui is a lucky 
artist." 

During this interchange of .apostrophes, M. Masti- 
cot had gone to a cupboard and. diawn.out a manu- 
scdpt, which he laid upon the table. "This is £e 
Bceuf i I'Huiie" he remarked, with heart-rending 
melancholy. "If you are quite ready,, gentlemen, we 
shall be happy to hear you." 

"What's — a — going — a — to take place?" asked 
Count de Jos^, adjusting his eyeglass in his left 
eye. 

"Yes — 'a — same question as I was going. to ask 
— a — .myself," remarked Count de iNos^,,.perfOTTiuijg 
the same service towards his dexter optic. 

"Have you ever read a play beftae?" inquired 
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,JW. Javelin. "I suppose not. Ahem! I remember 
the first play I read myself— :a deuced bad title; 
but it was .twenty, years ago, before! knew Lan- 
gouste. I say, Langouste, come here and give our 
young novices a hint. Very valuable the hints of 
Langouste. Knows better than any . man in the 
profession what trick to catch the public with. 
Make a . stuffed bird laugh, Langouste would. By 
the way, which of you two is it that's going to be- 

"You do the reading," said Tr^molin; "you 
understand it better." 

"No," said I, "I think you do." 

"Let us draw lots then," suggested Th^cidpre, 
recurring to his favourite method; and^iijve .drpw as 
we had done the night before, but this ti^^C) tl>t;^^k 
fell to him. 

Counts de Jos^ and de Nos^, observ;ing that no- 
body had answered their previous questions, h^e 
thought the time had come for standing i^ip and 
making a statement. 

"I — a— never heard — a — play read — a — before," 
began Count de Jos^. 

"Nor I — a," added Count de Nos6. 

"You hold your tongues," exclaimed Mdlle. Tri- 
boulette, authoritatively. "Sit down yonder, both of 
you, and mind your behaviour. You, M. de Jose, 
9* 
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take Bichon on your lap, and see you don't let him 
fall. Sophie, 1 wish you wouldn't blow tobacco-smoke 
into that pet's face, and make him sneeze." 

"What is the name of the young man who is 
going to read?" asked Mdlle. Zephirine of the great 
Langouste, who was reclining in an annchair, paring 
his nails. 

"L^olins, Trfeiolins, or something of the kind," 
replied the great Langouste. 

"II n'est pas mal, ce jeune homme," rejoined 
Mdlle. Zephirine. "II a une tgte sympathique." 

"Let us hear what his play is like," answered M. 
Langouste, curtly; and he shut up his penknife with 
a snap. 

Bit this time the "jeune homme" with the "tSte 
sympathique" had sat down at the table and opened 
his manuscript. "Silence, if you please, ladies," 
cried M. Grosgoulu. Theodore coloured slightly, 
and ran his fingers through his hair to give himself 
a countenance. Everybody was looking at him, and 
there was a general hush. 

"Ptolomic KKIII., ou ie Bxuf It rHuiU," he 
b^an abruptly, giving out the title; then, gathering 
courage as he raised his voice, he proceeded to read 
the three acts. 



D,c,i,icd.tGoOQlc 
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I hope you will sympathize with the position of 
a writer who is obliged to state that a play in which 
he had a part was received with peals of laughter, 
cries of "Bravo!" and other encouraging demonstra- 
tions. But the fact is, that whatever may have existed 
in the joint composition of Tr^molin and me, was 
certainly due to my colleague's wit, and not to mine; 
and under the circumstances, I am not quite sure 
that I have any right to be modest. I have been 
told of a plumber and glazier who, hearing somebody 
praise the architectural beauties of a new-built house 
in which he had just been putting a few panes of 
glass, blushed discreetly, and said, "Oh, sir, don't 
mention it." I am somewhat in the position of this 
plumber. I did little more than put a few panes of 
glass and do a little decorating to the house that 
Trimolin built, and if, on the strength of this, I were 
to take to blushing and playing modest, I am afraid 
the plumber and I would be rowing in the same 
boat. Let me speak unreservedly, then, and give 
"in^molin his due. To begin with, he read ad- 
mirably, and before he had got to the end of the 
second page, had forced even the great Langouste 
to look up and smile. He was decidedly a man of 



FRENCH PICTURES IN ENGLISH CHALK, 

, was this Langouste. On the bridge of his 
he wore a double eyeglass, which he took off 
on as excitement grew upon him, and with 
I he b^at time in the air when any passage 
)articularly to his liking. Monsieur Javelin, hi^' 
i, comported himself similarly; and the two ex- 
^d telegraphic sign^s, which M. Grosgoulou, 
tage-manager, watched with mute interest, and 
lated into language for the benefit of M. Mas- 
The latter, according to his wont, remained 
y dejected and desponding; but a few excni- 
Lg groans which he uttered now and then testi- 
that his attention wafe alive, and that he, to6;' 
IS near being amused as he could be. 
shall perhaps do well to give you som* ided of 
Iceu/ i I'Huih, by making a short summary of 
liree Acts: — 



ilemy XXIII , hanng obtained the Ihrone of Egypt bflbclbrdEle 
I of Olcoi XXVil.. Iielhiiiks him of consnlidati^ hii dynuty bf 
friends with the favounle divinity of Ihe Egyptiaoa, the Ok Apij (1= 
I'Huile, lo called, because il was the duly ofRagli-Hiiffib, Iht' 
iest, and ids Lwealy-four acolytet, to anoijit his head lad hia taii 
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wfth h« wiU nalie 'Mmself unpleatant b> PtcJemy, 
Ciirned oS the throne whhin a certaiii apecified tine. 
Ml Lllk laq^iiiige , loaps hit Ihumb agMinit ths ia«) 
hand,' ukI Ihe curti 
mniduig Raga-Uoffin to go Do atrip Fa (he ciiy of Jeticho, in'thb lutilB-, 
land of Iha Jebuiitei. Tim recommendation is warmly backed upiby; 
Pmboadimai, the Pcime MloiiMr, and the high-pri«[ ii aaiitad in hii 
exit 'from the toyal paiaee by Lha petacnal Tigmir of Ihu fbnctioiiaiy , wha 
thea returoiaad propoici to Piolemj that Baj^-UuffiD'ihanki bd dapaived' 
of'hii cAce, nUd thai a nephew of hia — Proboacismoi*! — ahoidd be tetlip 
in Us auad. But at Ibia juaelure there airivei u EtrpC ooe VallEyTiua- 
Gantmot a loothaayte orLAIium, vboiucsestaa third tolutioaj which ha*. 
the merit of beii^ at ones sew attd acoioDica]. He hm obaarvtd that llH' 
oam in hii oountty aat much Lm whaatea bread and reqoira much leai oil 
for thair taiU than Apia aeenu to do. He thloka that if he were appointed 
hifh-priest, and were auflered to Itfm' U^ fbuT'imd-twenty acolytei out of 
doora^ be wonid do with half the pnavataUowmiceof otl.'iuid nuke Apb 
- tnonhl* ud fiieodly into the bargain At Ihii auuittnaa a imils Ub onr 
Ihs'diiric'brow ofPtolamy, and he drani VaUiyriui into an embmuH to 
Bilcdiia ^Aat he propalEs to do MOt the lurphu fond of the nl'moner'' 
VaHiyrinraiHWen that in Mr country, when there is ■ lutplmin the bodgel,- 
a time-hminired i»a^ dcmandr that it shaD bo bto the poclteta<of the 
Kii^E, and he even pcinta out that Lc would he no bad phu^to aah the 
WitKnageiaatsil <or Egyptian aiaemblr oflegislatoh) foi ' an additioaal ' 
giwlt of ^^l.EDDney, whichshadd. orcourae.iiiuiita wayjnto the-aaoe luiw 
haven *t tba sorpluj. Affected to tean by- these ■dathui)|-iiTlgs*stioiu, 
Ptolcdiy clasps VaUryrina to his breast , and ordera Pr^boaoismaB , whoae 
countenance has been graduAIIy lengthening dtiring the diacusMon, to 
draw'upletten patent under the great sold, and to have Valkjmui-Gammo . 
prodauned- high-priest 'froni one endof Kffypt to the other. In-dflspair at 
this order, the Prime Hioister hurri« off to the Queio, and de9cirn>es . 

itif at the CTrpense of the land of Egypt. 'snd to make his daughter Vanilla 
qaeen, after penuading Ploleny to divorce his prelcnl spouie. To this 
the Qaeen Iiubia replies iiblutlyi that dliorceis not lawfol bflhe Code of 
Egypt, and that she does cttt care a fig for GamdiD ; but Proboicitmos,- 
oho has a profoond experience of legfalaliTe 'asi«nbliH, eaptaint the wolll- 
ing of the Egyptian coastiialion j which is based on the cqiiipMi«"and 
n1ldna].4mdevrita(fding-«yBtem; Wheri tho-King wUhesanythbigf 'thePrime' 

beDf'th«easne'<^BDloo. Thus, ihould PtotCmjr desire a dinrc^. Proboscis 
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L be compcllEd to inlTDduce a divorce-bUl, which the legiiblon will 
itily pau to prove Iheii loyally. InibLi dcRi nol wiiit to hear 
ihe catches up her golden diiulf. and haslem off to have a little 
I eiplaimtiDti with hei lord. The last iceoe repreieiils the bao- 
;-haIl of Ihe Ptolemies. Vatlcyrius-Gammo , in a brand-new (own, 
e on the right of the King, who ii pouting champagne into the 
>f VanitU, the soolhiayer's daughter. Tlie Queen nukei her unei- 
enlry at the moment when the table) ue heing cleared for a little 
aphic exercise, and the curtain blis upon a gatop-infenial , danced 
imy the King, Proboicisnioi the Prime Hiniiter, Valkyriui-Giimma 
hiayer, Iiubis the Queen, Vanilla the Nue-cyed maiden, and the 
l-tweaty acolytes, who have brought a mandamvs fnim Ruga- 

ACT 11. 
! second Act opens to slow music. Imbis and Praboscinnos have 
immco cause with the unfrocked Raga-Miiffin. and a feQ conspiracy 

and setting up in his stead Amuhi, lonorOleai, the deposed king. 
loDE had a tendr* firnefvittt Utt AmuliSj who on the depoeition 
adopted the costume and habits of a boatman of the Nile, and 

Pandzan pipe. Before joining in the conspiracy, however, the 

aubjeel of Ih* Egyptian mnsliiution. Her object has been to 

for her to obtain a divorce (ran Ptolemy, as it would be. tmdet 
circumstances, fiir Ptolemy to ohuin a dinrce Irom her. Probos- 
las appeased her fears. The Wiltenngemotal, as he has explained. 

n teilily to my honour that t invariably remained Uthful lo them 
: hour when Ihey were depcoed." 

s conspiralDn have accordbgfy met together in a lonely spot- In 
I one of the Fynmidi. Saga-MuSn ha> fbrgiTen PToboadimca for 

ro forget that Raga-HnlGn ever aapired to replace htm as Prime 
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auure tho Egyptun peoplQ that the coDspb-ators are only actuated by 
motivei o( the purest philamliKipy ; that what they pie-eminenlly deiire tt 
loiee the Egnitiau happy and ftee ; that PlolEmy XXIII. il a tyrant; but 
that when Amulia aaceitda the thnuie every Eeypdan shall have two loavei 

copies this prodaoiBtion on a model which ha; served eleven tinies aJtendy 

action, and agree that the <lnl nse Ihey will mate of their victory will be to 
hans Valkyiius Gaiatao, aod lo shut up fais daughter VaniUa in ■ wieker- 

and breakdown by the rebels at the loot of the Pyramid. The [bur-and- 
twenty acolytes out of wsik take part in this dance as befote , and at the 
tennination of the performance an Insurrcctioiiary fleet rows off'by moon- 
light up the Nile for Mempbli ; Irubia the Queen leading in a boat manned 
by-sivtecQ oarsmen, of whom the handsome Amutia is the ''stroke." 

Meanwhile, however, ValliynuS'Camnio , the dow costodiiD of the 
Bati^/i tHtaU, has got wind that there is mischief brewing against him» 
and is trying to make himself poputar both with Ptolemy the King and 
Plolemy'i sabjecti. Unfortunately, he is not altogether so succeisful as he 
coold desire. Ptolemy XXIII. seems preoccupied, and has been seen 
repeatedly to sit in a brown study for houn together, without attending lo 
hi* royal duties or so much as condescending to wash his royal (ace. Even 
the tffight eyes of Vanilla fsil to amuse him. Upon bong repeatedly 
pressed by Valkyrius , he at last ends by ackuowledgiDg that he has a big 
sorrow on his heart. On the day when Raga-Muffin was peremptorily dii- 
misaed baa hia fimctions as high-piieit, the Oic Apii gave forth an alarm. 

The gist of the oracle was this: that at no distant date Ptolemy XXIII. 
would He succeeded by a sovereign whose name began with an A and 
ended wilhanS. Upon hearing this Valkyrius-Gammo smiles , and prays 
his King to be of good cheer, pointing out that the oracle has a very simple 
interpretation. By the letters A and S the Ox can only mean that the 
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le harmWt!, all he ha^' dd ix to tide the cpitt^ on lo hii own UiWt,' 
>o'bring[taclu>UyliJl,a<9''lliiitA>lioiithusill!t«fedcat6'FttiAtt^.' Of 
afr the King adopts the sufEeEtJon with pleflsarc, and has himself pro- 
led anew fcnthwith hy the name of PtokmT-Aimiu. VaUtyrisi feeti ' 
Tcdi but Dew troublM instantly spiing up Ib^' him in the ihape of fifteen 

:h the Oi Apb is bting mallreaKcI , staived, and neglected by in new" 
iff. "FonDerTyt" remark the memorialists (all respectable hcalKhoMers 
emphis), " the cities of Thebes and Hemphifl eadi iroted ijo toaves of ^ 
Hen bread a day for the Ox; at present they are oaty asked (br 
nty-five,— a dear prDdf that the unlbrtiiiliite divimty haA not enough' EC 
Furthermore, under the lail high-prieit, and from time out of mind 
ious]y,five-and-thirty gallons of refined oil had been devoted every' da^ 

r liquid ii the nJ^' that has eier been reserved in a SD^e idaf fix- the 
: veneiBled obiect." lliese beta are notorfoui. A baker and' aiT 
in — Ihc ipokesmen of the deputatiooi— comment upon IhiU'iti- 

aside, and the latter ohserviog that religion, law, moraEty, order; and 
bat men hold most sacred, are gradually bein^ swept away bJ^'a'Bood 

ill,, in language which the baker declares to he unparliaMenlBry, 
Esti the niieen depulaliona lo hurry out of his jighi. The oilriidn Is the 
to withdraw! impelled by a sigoat frtra the King's foot. The others 
« h\m-. but Valkyrius-Gammo, who is'stliading neai tbe door, gtti 
-pectedly canthi up in the rush, and catried out yellbig. The c^ddil- 
iceoC of the second Act represents the great square of Memphis, and 
il^een deputations of Egyptians bearing Valkyriog , stEU screaming' and 
ting, towards the Temple of Apis. The baker and the odniiUi fcav*' 
got hold of him by an ear ; and the cT^wd are deinanding inth furh)u«i' 
ts to have the Ox brought out, in orcfer that everybody may judge 
her he is leaner now than he wai a few months ago. The giiardTof 

:hter Vanilla throws herself on her knifes before the baker, bntUl lo DO' 
ose. The fifteen depuucions, tirfdenly swelled in'mtl(nituilE'b)Mha 
al of the insurrectionary boatmen and the twtnty-lbar acolyt^, undtfr 
Eommaod ofRagl-Muffih and Amitlfi , surge, howling and vieCeMoul'; 
he steps of the' temple, set GamniA 'upon his legs, and iniisf u^od hiJI ' 
ling Ihb door. Sardonic giancei ar« eichanged al this jubdure' b^^ 
u Amulis, Proboscitmof , Raga-MnlSn, aiid the twitnty-foui acolytes. 
yriui-Gammo, panting^ tonls th^'^y in the Idck aiid 'rutds'tnto^the 
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ACT III. 

At 11]^ coAunJBnameDt of the (bird Act, Vidkriiiu-Ouidiic, bccodK 
whire add kau irom fimodoji , is thaDldng Ptolemy-AsufDa for having'de- 
livered hEm )iul In the nick of time from the luryaf his eaeiniei. Plokmy 
had, in (act; apptilied Juit at the piedu mcmBDt, wtttn Rbch-MuSh, 

meainrt! (br despalcWng Gsmmo into s h«nr irorld. It Iranipirej, in the 
CDime i>f coarcT&dtifia , that Raffa-Muffio himself and hit acolyto have 
been aTTCsfed anU thrown iato piiscD. They were seized la the crowd dii-- 
guivd at boatmen, and tbla'^cl p^ts dearly to the auspicfon that it wai 
they who itole the Ox in order to heap ihame and miiery upoa their nrat. 
ProbotoBmos, vho an^ves duribs the dUlogue^ endoTSet thiiiriew of tlie' 
cue; Pendiiic the T«iu1t of the icrimmaEe between the mrtl troDpi and 
the innnitoiiU, this prudent Mbiisle 

Id make friends with VoDcyriiu.Gammo , and b> sugEcal that Koga-Af nffin 
and the acolytes should be hanged out of band as foul Icnavei and Inutm^. 
Bdi the Queen Irnhit, eiewhile » incensed againit her lord, hucocJed 
cAn»dcirabLy''u] her revidutioiiary real during the last fbut^and-tweaty 
houu. Id the £r«t place the coDS|}iraton have be^n defeated ij^nonnniDuBly, 
and— what is much fDore humSiatine — ihe hnx discorered beyimd doubt, 

some one else. He lavM ■ maiden with eyes like sapt>hire> ; and it was Ibr 
the behoof of thii damsel , and not Ibr her Majesty's , that he had been b 
the hal^t of playing the Pandean pipes after dark near the palace windows. 
Stune in her woman's vanity . Jruhls vowf rovenge upon the giddy youth, 
alid, in the meanwhile, deems it politic to coAdude a treaty with ValkyiiiB- 
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in B iUec Biide. "Cflait ^urtaMt !A un/am 

ii> cecondled vrith Ihc VHag (wh 
7 aban ia rh« conspiracy) now ohtaini from liim 
»DAdfid (o Belphcflor, the captain of the Kiiie'i 
'very home id Memphit upiide down, and brine 
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Ode is very uncertain in Egypt), Vallcyiius-Gammo perceives Ibe advan- 
tages of the connectiDn, and agreei to the union, if only the Queen will 

IQ get her supposed rival ^^mll■ out of Ihe way. Thus, anseenuon the ' 

justice but to hang Raga-Muffin and Ihe four-and-twenty acolytes. But 
VaDcyrius-Cammo, who is in a forgiving mood, suggests to Plolemy-Asinm 

' what he has done with the Oi Apia. The ei-pondff. thus queitioned, ends 
by avowing that he and his Idnmen have tolled the Ckc and eaten bio^ 
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dmscd " il I'iaiili." Bui he addi. in ntenuation. thai Ihii is Dot the fint 
lime . hr Ihai he had always bean in Ihe habit of [tilling the difleieat oxen 
uoder his chaige as i»d ai they got fa, and that the people ofEgypI have 
wcnhipped. at the smaQesI reckoning, aome Ihieescoie of Apises ia the 
cooisfl of Ave year^ This cODfession is deemed so enteilaining, that Raga- 
Muffin ia at once let loose, and there and then sets oif to found a restaurant, 
with the signboard" 'Ik Azu/'iir//MiV,-'' promisiiK. as he guei, that any 
of the nobility aod gentry of Memphis who honour him with their patrona^ 
shall have a taste of his delicacy, and smack their lips at it. The last scene 
again represents the greal square of Memphis and the mairiage of Amulii 
and VanilLi, together with the procession of the O.Apis. For, ofcouno, 
by this lime, a new 0> has been procured (a piiie-oi twice as lit as the 
last), and the people of Kgypt have been made happy by the assurance 
thai in order 10 make certain that the Ox shall never become thin, the 

in Thebes and Memphis shall, moreover, have the privilege of providing the 

Naturally the wedding-br. 
newly ettabliihed restaur 

When Th^Ddore Tr^molin dosed his manuscript 
at the conclusion of the third Act, there was a treble 
salvo of applause, and the whole of the audience, 
rising like Olie man, clustered round to offer their 
congratulations. Theodore, athirst, wiped his brow 
and poured himself out a glass of water, seeming to 
understand less than anybody what there was to be 
so enthusiastic about, and appearing rather mystified 
than otherwise at the compliments. 

"It's capital!" cried Mdlle. Triboulette. "I'll be 
the Queen Irubis: but there are one or two passages 
youll have to lengthen for me; you've not given me 
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igh of dialogue. Monsieur Grosgoulu, mind you 

; to Paul Cr^qui this week, and send him a copy 

lie play. He must sketch the dresses , for me 

ediately." 

'Ill play Vanilla," exclaimed Mdlle. Zephirine; 

. you must make me come on more often than 

do, Monsieur Semolina. I should like to, be in 

scene of the boats on the Nile, and you must 

M. Grosgoulu that I shall want at least four 

iges of dress." 

M Emile Javelin was clapping Tr^molin on the 

'They pay ten per cent, author's proiits* in;. this 
ie," he remarked. "If your piece runs a hundred 
ts, your fortune's begun. But if I were you, I 
Id make a little alteration in the fii^t act — it's 
long." 

Hiere.was some, whjspered consultation between 
stage-manager and the melaiichply lessee, M. 
ticot; after which the latter, turning to us with 
)w, into which he infused as much courtesy and 

II ii not the custom is Fiance to pur a lump sum fet t pby, oi is 
done in En£UDd.,.The amhoc teceive: » much per ccdi. of the 
TcceipU accDiding Id the miii|ibei.o( AcU ia hii piece. Some theaties 
11 high 91 twelTC per cenl. ; and I may remark lliat in [he caie of 



m'irfhare.Df pro^tB.to tbovueLvei. 
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lugubriousness as was humanly possible, said, "Gen- 
tlemen, we accept your play on the usual terms, 
subject to the pennission -of the Censors. I will have 
i^t g^t to the (^nsp^hip ttiiSj.yeiy ij^ght" 

"4h,,yes,.lhe Censor^, 1 hsiA jforgotten them!" 
jexclaimed M. Javelin, pul^g|Jus tongue suddenly 
in ,his cheek and beptiniipg pe^Sfye. 

^ sort.of igrim chuckle,. answ««d his oliiservation, 
^nd to the speechless consternation of Tr^molin^aJ^ 
j^e>.the following words, i^i^^t a^fl^.^he l^ps ofthe 
, great Langotiste, like so .^^^y diPRS of ifeexjng 
liWater in.our mi^st — "I adyi^ ypa^wo.y^ung.^genJle- 
^faeiijoot to )>e too hopeful, fpryour play.,i^ be 
iprobibited. I ^am you befprehand." 

I re^^emher^d ,|Po;k ..tphat .tUe.jgpeat IfljUgQi^te, 
jtbqugh.jie ^^d appealed aflijt^eid,at^yer?l pf,die 
, j)a§_sages,i h^d npyer, once clapped, his ^an^s pr cji^ 
i"Br,^yo!" ,Ti;^oliii and I Iqpk^ at him lioi;rpr- 
strifikep. 

'.'.fjcohii^it^!" I ■faltere.d, ,;yith,|a,.luinp in p^y 
^tirpat -'^\yiio by?" * 

J "9y,M. Buche,",i^^d„tjie,,gr(:at„|«ang9uste. 
'j'lBut^.^Jio is M. juche? .^lyhatjis^e?" 
T^s simple q.iipstion,aji|tea«d tOjt^ei^^Jie gf^ 
.,t,a#69(^te by ,s^]rpiise. ,He,,sJfre^..^t, meja^jd.a^f^d 
,^s eye^Pl^s: 'fjiit," said t .|ie, . ."y^u,^u*t^f(Wu^. 
.^^l",,pnd.M-.gwmfid lipfiribly. 
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V. 

I leave you to judge of the state of mind in 
lich Theodore Tr^molin and I walked home. To 
e before one a cup filled with some bright red 
mpting wine, and to he told at the moment of 
ising it to one's lips that a mysterious individual, 
ver heard of or seen before, was waiting to dash 
from one's mouthf Who was M. Buche? what was 
? where was his lair? what sort of a heart had 
;? was there any chance of propitiating him? All 
ese were questions which we asked ourselves as 
: trudged along, and I verily believe that if we 
d been anywhere else than on the crowded Boule- 
rds, we should both of us have sat down and cried. 
)u see, we were neither of us senators nor academi- 
ins, as M. Buche was, and what might be capital 
ort to him was likely to prove very poor fun to us. 
e saw "Buche" figured in letters of fire over the 
or of every official-looking house, and on the fore- 
ad of every official-looking individual we met. Poor 
'^olin was civil and humble to a sergent-de-ville 
10 trod on his toe. After all, was not a policeman 
twig of the great administrative tree of which M. 
iche was one of the big branches; and had we not 
ery interest to be abject and down-on -all-fours be- 
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fore every personage of any degree who had any 
ramifications whatever with that dreaded Administra- 
tion? Perhaps it was fortunate for the dignity of 
human nature that we did not meet the Emperor's 
carriage out that afternoon. In our then temper of 
mind we should assuredly have salaamed ignobly, 
and held ourselves up as objects of derision to the 
public. 

I am sure I cannot tell you how we passed thai 
night, nor the day following, nor the night after that 
I have uncertain recollections of a visit to the 
Hebrew who had hired us our clothes, and of another 
visit by night to an edifice with a flag over the door, 
to obtain the wherewith to pay him. I think we 
spent our day looking out of the window and count- 
ing the number of sparrows who came and perched 
during a given time on the roof opposite. There 
was no necessity for talking in this pastime. It al- 
lowed us to sit by each other and pursue our own 
thoughts quietly and unobtnisively. I have kept the 
recollection of one sparrow, who came several times, 
and appeared to look at me wistfully, as if he wanted 
to say something. Perhaps he was astonished at 
our miserable looks. 

We had begged Emile Javelin that he would 
kindly write and tell us what was the decision of the 
Censorship, and he had promised to do so. His 

FrtvkPichirtimEntlithClialk. II. 10 
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came on the third day by the earliest post, 
half Paris was still in bed. The sun was fill- 
er garret with a clear, bright, gay yellow light, 
would have made a paradise of it, had we 
happy and hopeful, as B^ranger probably was 
he wrote — 



time there was no hesitation about breaking 
:al of the envelope; we burst it open at once, 

y, half-savagely. This is what we read: — 



'* cordially aad KympathizinElV' 

'o-morrow, at eleven," repeated Tr^olin. 
. means in three houis, for the note was written 
day." And he began searching his pockets for 
im of small coin necessary to obtain a new 
if the Hebrew's clothes. All he could muster, 
er, was seven sous, and another visit to the edi- 
ith the flag over the door became necessary., 
axted that morning with our last remnant of 
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■Twoks, and with a fiddle of Trimolin's; but at eleven 
we were both be-coated and be-ha11«d according to 
the fashions then prevailing, and we passed the 
sentry at the door of the Ministerial office, wheie 
the Censorship sat, without being taken for two pro- 
fessional beggars, as many dramatists, in the same 
predicament as we, have been before us. 

What trim-looking, courteous jflaces those Min*- 
isterial offices aret Although it was spring, and 
nobody in the streets felt cold, there were warm and 
glowit^ fires in all the lobbies and passages. An 
usher with a silver chain round his nedc asked us 
deferentially whom we desired to see. "Dramatia 
Censorship, gentlemen?" he repeated, afterus. "Third 
door on the right, second landing. M. Buche has 
just arrived, I believe." And he bowed as if we 
were two ambassadors. "Dramatic Censorship," 
echoed somebody further onj and periiaps this one 
took us for M. Sardou and M. Dumas the younger, 
for he added, parenthetically, "We are accustomed 
to see a great many of your profession, gentlemen; 
some very poor ones, though, among them." And 
he gave himself a pinch of snuff, as if to dispel the 
contamination of these poor ones. In the ante-' 
chamber of the Censors we found still more polite- 
ness. "MM. Trfimrfin and Marmelot, I believe?" 
asked a well-dressed young cleii, consulting a papeii. 
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"This way, if you please, gentlemen." And, with a 
smirk, he threw open the door of a room, in which 
six gentlemen, all more or less bald, were gathered 
in a circle round the fireplace. We were standing 
in the presence of the Censors. 

The centre of the group was a towering man in 
a bun-brown coat, and with three rolls of white neck- 
cloth round his throat. In one of his button-holes 
vas a scarlet rosette, and he wore shoes over which 
his socks could be seen. He had apparently break- 
fasted well, for he was rubicund and happy, and 
tossed a massive bunch of gold seals that were 
fastened to his watch-chain with a great deal of 
good-humour and complacency. A glance suSiced 
to show that he was the great planet, and that the 
others round him were mere satellites. At the mo- 
ment of our coming in he had been cracking a joke, 
and the five bald gentlemen around him were laugh- 
ing in unison, each with the same expression on 
His face. 

When our names were announced the laughing 
abated, and M. Buche — for we both guessed that the 
man in the brown coat must be he — M. Buche 
coughed and dived both hands into his hind-pockets. 
This was all the good-moming he gave us; but he 
went and took his seat at the round table, whither 
his live coadjutors followed him, and began forth- 
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with beating tattoo on the cloth with their papert 
knives. 

"How is your rheumatism this morning, M. Rou- 
acot?" asked one Censor of another in a whisper of 
condolence. 

"Thank you, it let me sleep last night," answered 
the other, with a nod. 

"There's a great deal of rheumatism about at the 
present moment," remarked a third Censor. 

"Have you ever tried camphor lotions, Rouscot?" 
interposed M. Buche, in a tone of benevolent interest 
"I always use them myself, and find them very 
serviceable," 

During this time the least bald of the company 
had been ferreting about amongst a heap of papers, 
from which he ultimately drew a manuscript which 
we recognized as ours. As he turned over the leaves, 
wc could see that it was hterally slashed with red 
pencil marks. The Censor assured himself that he 
bad got hold of the play he wanted and handed it 
respectfiiUy to M. Buche. 

, I assure you it would have been worth paying 
twenty francs to watch the features of this great 
Senator and Academician as he took our manuscript 
in his hand and surveyed the title. There was a 
look of cool disdain, such as no language could 
paint, and a shrug of the shoulders, which placed us 
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1 onr works low — so low in the cfitegoiy oS 
sanity, that the five satellite Censors shuddoed 
1 gazed lipoD us as the juty do at a cOnvict when 

verdict is guilty, and the judge is deliberating 
to whether it shall be fifteen or twenty years? 
lal servitude. M. Buche lurched and whispered 
lething in the ear of the Censor On his rightt 

were just able to catch the words "Inexpiessibly 
jar titles," "prostitution of dramatic art," "de- 
ration of antiquity," "low standard of modem 
rature." M. Buche then faced us and said neither 
jrily ncff rudely, but with calm majesty — 
"MM. Tr^molin and Marmelot, you have aslced 
a second reading of this — this" — (M. Buche hesi- 
id; he could not bring himself to say "jday ") 
of this — composition, and the examining com- 
tee are ready to accede to your request But I 
ik it as well to forewarn you that no amount of 
lii^ can alter our irrevocable determination, 
ch is to prohibit the performance of your woik. 
ig your pardon, what did you say?" 
"I was only saying," remarked TrimoUn, "that 
er the circumstances a new reading was periiaps 
erfluous." 

^'Exactly so," assented M. Budie. "We here 
id ^s table have a duty to perfon^— a duty, I 
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may say a sacred duty, towards Society, In the dis^ 
charge of our functions we endeavour to show as. 
much indulgence as we may with safety; indeed, I 
may say that this indulgence is, in our case, not a 
choice but a necessity. I have no wish, gentlemen,, 
to wound your — your — susceptibilities: but you must 
be as well aware as I that the standard of modem 
literature is lower th^n it ever has been in the worid-s 
history, save, perhaps, at that barbarous period when 
Pharamoud and his Franks destroyed the civilization 
of the Romans in Gaul and transformed this countiy 
into a wilderness. If, therefore, we were not to 
temper justice with indulgence — with the most ex- 
treme indulgence — we could pass no play — no, not 
one; for all are bad alike: it is only a que^ion of 
diegrees. However, there are certain limits at which 
our indulgence must stop. £tf modut in rebut, as 
Flaccus has pertinently said. Sodety has wisely set 
up certain barriers which arc called morality and 
order. When we sec a tendency — nay, an overt 
intention—to transgress these baniers, it Is our mission 
to interpose, as we distinctly do in the present in- 
stance; refusing to hcense a ccmposition in whidi 
the throne and the altar are turned into ridicule, 
and the principle of legislative assemblies is coveted, 
vith much unmerited odium." 

: .1^ approval from the five satellitct 



( 
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testified to the cordial echo which these sentiments 
found: M. Buche proceeded: — 

"I know there is a marked propensity, in writers 
of the present period of literary decline, to sneer at 
all the institutions which have obtained the con- 
secration of past ages. Neither religion nor the 
solid principles of executive government as repre- 
sented by royalty are safe from aspersion. You 
have proved it too well in the present composition 
by making of your Ring Ptolemy a duUard, of your 
Queen Inibis a woman of unstable affections, and 
of your Prime Minister Pcobo — Probe — yes, Pro- 
boscismos ^just heavens, what a medley of inanities!) 
a personage such — such — yes, such as I am proud 
to say has never been seen in this country." 

"But we were talking of Egypt," submitted Trd- 
molin, respectfully. 

"Possibly, sir, in word, but not in spirit," replied 
Monsieur Buche sternly. "In such works as these, 
sir, the intention is everything. You aim at satire, 
sir; yes, at satire; and, I cannot refrain from saying 
it, at most improper and subversive satire. Do 
you think, sir, that we have not detected that by 
Ptolemy XXHL — mark that perfidious HI. — you in- 
tend to designate our present sovereignj . by Pro- 
bosdsmos, his Excellency the Prime Minister; hy 
Amulis the pretender, the Due d'Aumale; by Raga- 



OUR FIRST SOCCISS. 15J 

Muffin — Raga-MufEn, gentlemen" {this to his fellow- 
Censon), "is a word of Anglo-Saxon origin signily- 
ing vaurien, va-nus-pieds — by Raga-Muffin, I say, a 
distinguished contemporary prelate universally revered 
for his saintly qualitiesj and by Valkyrius-Gammo" 
(here M, Buche turned scarlet) — "yes, by Valkyrius- 
Gammo, the ridiculous sage, probably MYSELF!" 

This was a thunder-dap. Tr^moliu leaned against 
me for support: "Oh, mon Dieu!" he said, and fell 
upon a chair, shaking with interminable laughter. 

M. Buche stood bolt still, gazed at us with petri-, 
fied dignity, and then walked solemnly towards the 
bell, which he pulled. 

A messenger appeared, 

"Show these gentlemen out," said M. Buche. 



VII. 

Half an hour afterwards we were walking back 
home along the Boulevards. We were possibly not 
in the best of spirits, but we were still laughing, and 
Tr^molin had begun to talk almost unconcernedly 
of OUT misadventure. At the Rue St. Honori there 
was a confusion of carriages which caused us to 
stop. A superb barouche, with a pair of prancing 
greys, was blocking up the street, and a crowd had 
gathered on the pavement to stare at the auburn- 



REHCH PICTURES IN EMGUSK CHALK. 

^auty in liiac siik, and the dimiautive 
dog, who were the sole occupants of the 

Of a sudden the lady in lilac silk leaned 

Jid began to gesticulate with her parasoL 

emolina! M. Marmaladel" 

cognized Mdlle. Mimi Triboulette. Behind 

out twenty yards' distance. Counts de Jos^ 

Os6, on horseback, were serving as escort, 
our hats, and were going to pass on. 

10] one moment!" she cried; "not in such 

Where do you come firom, gentlemen?" 

I the Censorship," I said. 

Mm?" 

5ed," answered Tr^molin. 

HDM Dieul" exclaimed Mdlle. Mimi in dis- 

'i mot qui avais dtjdt commandi mes robes. 

ome, iXlel Faitts loumer Us chevaux chez 

fire!" 

lis was the epitaph of our first success. 
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UNE PETROLEUSE. 

A SOUVENIR OF VERSAILLES. 



1. 

SoMS hundred years ago a vet; great Frendi 
lady, who had led a gallant life in her youth, be- 
thought her of founding a prize for virtue in her 
old age. The locality she selected as the scene of 
her munificence was her own maaorial village of 
Champtfire; and in order that she might not be 
frustrated of the, to her, somewhat novel spectacle 
of virtue getting the best of it in this world's race, 
she determined to institute the prize during her 
lifetime, instead of bequeathing it to be wrangled 
for between her heirs and the legatees after her 
death, as is the more usual way. So a man of law 
was sent for, and drew up a deed of gift with con- 
ditions clearly set forth. Every year the "notables" 
of the village were to assemble on the 15th June, 
the feast of St Modest, and decide between them 
who was the most virtuous girl in the village. If 
there were a debate on this delicate question, and 
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opinions stood pretty equally divided, the right of 
giving the casting vote was to devolve on the oldest 
of the "notables," who, by reason of his years, might 
be presumed a shrewder connoisseur of the point at 
issue than his compeers. You will have noticed, 
by the way, that I say "notable," and not municipal 
councillor, the fact being that municipal councillors 
were then not yet invented. Those were the dark 
ages of politics, when a fanner was stupid enough 
to stick to farming, and a labourer to labouring, 
without claiming the privilege to meddle with mat- 
ters he didn't understand. I have even heard that 
neither fanning nor labouring were much the worse 
on that account, but this I decline to believe. Once 
the candidate chosen, with or without debate, she 
was to be proclaimed maiden-queen of Champterre, 
and on the nest Sunday but one following hei elec- 
tion to be conducted to the parish church and there 
solemnly crowned with a chaplet of white roses, to 
please herself, and presented with a dowry of five 
hundred silver francs to please her future husband- 
The proceedings were to conclude with a dinner 
for the notables, and dimbing a greasy pole, with 
other appropriate amusements, for the rest of the 
public. 

Well, the annual ceremony proved a success. So 
long as the great French lady lasted, she presided 
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over it in person, encouraging the prize-winnere by 
many edifying examples, drawn from lives Other 
than her own, to persevere on the path they had 
adopted, and assuring them that virtue led to every 
good thing in this life as well, as out of it — which 
was amiable on. her part, though superfluous, for the 
moment virtue led to tive hundred silver francs its 
value was sufficiently understood and appreciated 
by even th^ meanest intellects at Champterre. By 
the end of a few years' time, not a damsel in the 
village but steadfastly resolved to be virtuous until 
the age of twenty — twenty being the limit when 
one ceased to be eligible for the francs; and in the 
whole country-side around, Champterre , acquired 
the enviable reputation of rearing incomparable 
vegeUble-mairows — which it had done before the 
Prize — and no less incomparable maidens, which it 
had only begun to do afterwards. And so time 
wore on. Gradually, however, as the world emerged 
from the daric ages already menticmed, and glided, 
triumphantly into the present century of enUghteni 
ment, certain changes took place. To begin with, 
the notables disappeared; they had never done any- 
body harm and so were not regretted. Then cam« 
nine municipal coundllois, who pulled bunches out. 
of one another's hair in discussing the local rate^ 
bowled at cne another across a deal table in plan« 
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ning a local road, and were generally voted an im- 
provement. Hitherto the yearly fSte at Champterre 
had been a purely family concern, attended at most 
by the populations of surrounding villages: the 
municipal council hit upon the excellent idea of 
makii^ it as public as possible. The desire to 
stimulate virtue had, of course, less to do with this 
than the wish to fill the municipal coSeis, but in 
either case the results were likely to be the same. 
If crowds could be brought down from Paris, it was 
probable that money would be brought with them, 
and if money were brought, then might not only the 
municipal coffers be replenished, but the maiden- 
prize be increased, and virtue thus earn an accrued 
meed of recompense? So a cattle-show was added 
to the other attractions of the festival, then a fair, 
th^ fireworks, until little by little, and attraction by 
attraction, the crowning of the "Rosiire," as it was 
called, became — railway aiding — one of the most 
popular sights within a hundred miles of Paiis, and 
a thing which all strangers were expected to go and 
see, just like the Palace of the Tuileries, where 
sovereigns lived, and the Place de la Roquette, 
where aiminals died. In proportion, however, as 
the importance of the spectacle itself was enhanced, 
so of a necessity was that of the Rosi^. At first 
^e had been a poor girl, receiving just her crown 
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of rosea with her five hundred francs and no more; 
but when strangers took to coming and dn^ping 
ofTertories into the velvet bags that were handed 
rovind to them during service, then the dower rose 
to be much neaier five thousand firancs than five 
hundred, and became dt facto worth possessing by 
others than poor girls, daughters of cottage laboureis 
and such like. It is said that strange debates began 
then to be heard in the municipal council. One 
half of the council being at perpetual feud with the 
other half, as it is natural, just, and proper that the 
two halves of every council should be, the virtue- 
elections were turned into occasions for yearly con- 
tests in which sarcasm, invective, and scathing re- 
criminations were exchanged with a freedom well 
worthy of a wider field. The <:Tposition half of the 
council — small but deep-mouthed after the maimer 
of oppositions — would periodically and bitterly ac- 
cuse the majority of seeking' to foist i^on the 
public Rosi^res of dubious quality, whose sole claim 
to electiwi lay in their bright eyes, their ready 
smiles, or in the fact that they were the daughters, 
nieces, cousins, or what not of members of the 
majority. To which the members of the majority 
would indignantly retort that if the <^position had 
their way, there would be none but Rosi^res who 
squinted, were humpbacked, or went on crutches — ■ 

FrtiKkPkhtrttmBagUAChna. 11. II 
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and indeed it is a fact tliat, just as in lai^r national 
assemblies, oppositions seem to take a peculiar de- 
light in proposing bills which they know to be un- 
passable, so at Champterre the opposition syste- 
matically and virulently patronized a set of can- 
didates of whom the most that can be said is that 
their virtue must have cost them little, seeing that 
no human being would have been so devoid of taste 
as to assail it. I need scarcely add that in the up- 
shot the majority always ended by carrying their 
point, and that the opposition, having no other 
means of protest, were reduced to the time-honoured 
expedient of circulating feeble jokes and covert in- 
nuendos damaging to the reputation of the Rosi^re. 
Whence it arose that, public opinion being generally 
on the side of the opposition — as the audiences at 
plays are in favour of the amusing actors — a whole 
host of jovial anecdotes obtained currency; notably 
one to the effect that, on a certain memorable oc- 
casion, a young lady had, by dint of favouritism, 

been elected Rosi^ who— ^who But, pardon 

me, I am afraid I was going to tattle. 

Let me only repeat, then, that, after being in 
existence a good century, the FSte de la Rosi^re 
had come to be established as a national institution, 
and that one day in the year i86— , never having 
seen the sight, I readily consented to a proposal — 
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made overnight at the dub by young Gaston de 
Floriant, my old school-friend — that a few of us 
should make up a party and go. Ah, bow well I 
remember that Snndayl , 

It was one of those Parisian days that one dtinks 
in, as it were, like-frothy champagne. Everybody 
seemed afoot. Fresh bonnets and summer dresses 
flashed by in yellow-wheeled flies, other bonnets 
and other dresses flitted over the pavements shading 
themselves with pink parasols from the golden ar- 
rows which the sun was shooting, and escorted by 
white waistcoats, Panama hats, and those weightless 
alpaca coats which the Frenchman loves when the 
weather is hot In the caf^s the glasses jingled Ma6 
the early coflee-cups mingled their aroma to those 
of the Boulevard cigars. "Six, deux!" and "Douili 
Six/" cried out fanatical players of dominoes. "Le 
Rot!" echoed no less fanatical plays of £cart^. "Qui 
a demand^ L' Indicateur dei Cfiemins de Fir?" sang 
out the headlong waiter. "Mo^!" responded the 
British tourist "Circulez, Messieurs!" pleaded the 
white-gloved pohceman. "CouronnementI RosiisEl 
Chahpterrs! Trains Express I " said the pink 
posters that papered the kiosks and walls. "CoimoN- 

NEMENT HE LA RoSIEReI BiLLETS d'aLLER £T RETOUR!" 

clamoured the saftron posters of a rival company; 
And so on we hurried, through street and over 
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oossing, elbowing and being elbowed, apologizing 
and being apologized to, until we trooped into the 
station, where a gay, tumultuous, beflowered multi- 
tu(^ was choking up the waiting-rooms to the num- 
ber of a thousand, two thousand, three thousand — 
who knows? — for one might as- well have tried to 
count the dahlias at a prize-show, or the mocking- 
birds in a tropical forest. And what spirits and 
what laughter! A French holiday throng has always 
vivacity enough and to spare; but everybody brings 
his or her best of best moods to see the Rosi^re 
crowned, this being, of all others, the fgte most after 
the French heart. We had a stand of ten minutes, 
d^mog which well-known jokes, that pass current 
once a year, resounded with the clink of coin in a 
gold-room. Ten minutes; and then of a sudden 
back slid the doors of the waiting-rooms: nimbly to 
one side jumped the attendant guards; and, like a 
thirsty herd unpenned, away we scurried altogether 
down the platform, racing for places. The train was 
stormed; parasols were dropped, many a noble um- 
brella disappeared for ever in the scrimmage; and 
evec and anon rose the cries: "Pardon, Madame." 
"Oh, Monsieur, ma jupe!" "Monsieur, we are al- 
ready eleven in this compartment; indeed there isn't 
room." "Oh, mon Dieu, Messieurs, I have lost my 
husband — I can't see him!" "Soyez traiK|u^, Ma^ 
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dame, un man 5a se rctiouve; ce n'est pas comme 
une vaJeur quelconque." "Messieurs, have you seea 
my wife^a blue dress with a primrose bonnet?" 
"Certainly, Monsieur; just passed on the arm of a. 
c&ptain of dragoons." And so on, like the bubbling 
of rivers, luitil, the canines being packed, the guards 
entered into wild conflicts with individuals who 
wanted to ride by standing on the steps, and cling- 
ing to the door handles sooner than not ride at all. 
When these were at length, to their unbounded in- 
dignation, precluded imperilling their necks, there 
was a moment's peace, and Gaston de Floriant, who 
was always dressed within an inch of his life, ex- 
claimed, fanning himself with his handkerchief: 
"Well, this is the kind of thing I like; it's a Turkish 
bath before starting." 

Our party was of twelve; but, for convenience' 
sake, we had paired away in couples, and I was 
mated with Floriant. In the same carriage with us 
were two others of our setr Grobois (ycleped the 
Court Jester, because at the Tuileries soirees he was 
one of the few beings who possessed the faculty of 
making a certain august Personage smile), and 
Braungesicht of the Prassian Embassy. Braunge- 
sicht followed Cirobois everywhere like a tame bear, 
and was the unconscious butt of that gentleman's 
wit — Ciiobois being one of those social scourges 
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with a face like a Nurembei^ nut-cracker, who never 
smiled, was of lugubrious demeanoui, and experi- 
mented all his hoaxes upon poor Braungesicht, as in 
am'md vili, before trying them on the community. 
Had Cirobois been bom with a wooden instead of 
a golden spoon in his mouth, he might have made 
the fortune of a comic paper or of a Boulevard 
play-house; but being rich with tJie accumulated 
milliims of a defunct uncle in the wine-growing-and- 
aduherating-way (whom he regretted being unable 
to mourn, as he conscientiously expressed it), he 
was in a position to devote the whole of his talents 
to the mystification of the upper circles of society. 
Gaston de Floriant, I should mention, was a Mar- 
quis of the Rue de Lille — a patented Marquis, with 
trade-mark registered, as Cirobois put it Twenty- 
seven years old, rich, singularly handsome, and hlasi, 
he had quarrelled with the Fauboui^ St Germain, 
because the dowagers of that noble quarter objected 
to his frequenting Bonapartist drawing-rooms; and 
he was not on particulariy good terms with the 
Bonapartist drawing-rooms, because he was never to 
be caught in the nets of matrimony which the ma- 
trons of the Chauss^e d'Antin so industriously set 
for bim, his coronet, and bis castle in Poitou. Add 
to this, that he fought on an average three dueb a 
year, and that his adversaries were somehow always 
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mamed men, and you will have a picture of M. de 
^loriant complete. The other seats in the carriage 
were occupied by two men, one in a grey coat, the 
other in a white; and by the presumable wives of 
these passengers— the first young and attiied in 
lilac, the second less young and slightly rouged. 

"What are we waiting for?" proceeded Floriant, 
restoring his handkerchief to his pocket, and fasten- 
ii^ the button of one of his fresh-butter-coloured 
gloves. 

"Yes. Vy are ve vaiting?" inquired Brannge- 
sicht, whose French by the way, was better than his 
accent. 

"It's the rule to wait," explained Cirobois, thrust- 
ing his head out of the window. "Railways are 
schools for patience, like marriage and the toothache. 
But, hullo! tstll Util" and he began waving one of 
his hands. "It's Mirabelle, with a whole cargo of 
white roses in tow." 

And so it was: Mdlle. Mirabelle, the famous 
flower-giri of a very famous spoiting-club, was scud- 
ding full sail down the platform, contemptuously 
regardless of all functionaries who protested thoe 
was no more room. Stout, Spanish-eyed, and at- 
tired in a fancy costume of blue and white, she car- 
ried slung in front of her a tray-basket full to over- 
flowing with white roses. Behind her a servant in 
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livery groaned under the weight of two other such 
baskets, likewise full, but closed to the public eye. 
Mdlle. Mirabelle found flower- selling profitable 
enough to keep hveried footmen and a brougham, 
not to speak of diamond bracelets and other trifles. 
Panting, she ran down the whole length of the train, 
looking for a vacant place, and distributing unem- 
barrassed smiles as sh€ tan. At our carriage she 
stopped. 

"M. de Floriant, M. Cirobois, a seat," she laughed. 

"What on earth can you be going to do atChamp- 
terre?" asked Cirobois, amused. "You'll feel as 
much in your element there as " 

"Never mind comparisons," interrupted Mdlle. 
Mirabelle. "Have you a seat? No. Then take 
some of my flowers." And becoming a little demure 
as she caught sight of the ladies in the carriage, she 
Uirew each of us four a wired n»e, then Ufted her 
basket bodily in the carriage, and said, "Fleurissez- 
vous, Mesdames, fleurissez-vous." 

"For whom is this bouquet?" asked Floriant, 
lifting a white nosegay a foot and half in dia- 
meter. 

"For you. Monsieur le Marquis; you ought to 
buy it, and throw it to the Rosi^re. It's the custom," 
said she, droppii^ into her satchel the four napoleons 
we had paid her — for, in dealing with acquaintances, 
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tills young lady never gave change, which prevented 
mistakes. "See here what a noble one it is! but 
not too good. The Rosin's name is F^lide Lal- 
louette; and just wait till you've Been her before you 
talk of beauty. Her father's a mirseryman who sup- 
plies me with flowers; and that's why I'm going 
down to-day." 

"To set his daughter a good example," sug- 
gested Cirobois. 

"No, to wish her joy," said Mdlle. Mirabelle, in- 
nocently. "You'll take the bouquet. Marquis?" 

"Yon zay she is bretty?" asked Braungesicht, 
gravdy. 

"Divine, M. le Baron; and here is anoUier bouquet, 
which you can throw — same price as the other, only 
five napoleons." And she held up a fellow-one to 
the fiist bouquet, bound with white satin ribbons 
and silver cord. 

TTiere were ihiee like this. Floriant, who had 
not been able to help noticing (he never could help 
noticing these things) that the youngest of the two 
ladies with us looked extremely pretty in her lilac 
dress, took two of the bouquets, and with the per- 
fect grace which a long career of gallantry had lent 
him, requested permission of the man in the white 
coat and the man in the grey to offer them to their 
respective wives. Which permission the two coats, 
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being already considerably abashed by the discovery 
that they were travelling in the company of a live 
marquis and baron, accorded amidst paroxysms of 
hat-lifting and reddening acknowledgments that did 
not fairiy subside for Ihe next five minutes. The 
lilac dress blnsbed. Her companion would have 
followed suit but for the rouge. As it was, she did 
her best, naturally persuaded that the compliment 
was wholly for her. 

"And my third bouquet?" ejaculated Mdlle. Mi- 
rabelle, coaxingly. 

"It's too cheap for me," responded Cirobois. 
"Roses in July are scarce, I won't have you robbing 
yourself." 

Here the engine whistle sounded. 

"Well, Marquis, I'll keep the bouquet for you," 
said Mdlle. Mirabelle, stepping back. "I shall be 
down by the next train, and I am sure youll ask 
me for it before the day is over." And as the 
wheels were turning she put a jewelled hand to her 
lips, blew one of the ten thousand kisses she kept 
in store for occasions like the present, and in 
another moment became a white speck in the 
distance. 

"Dat is von fine girl!" ejaculated BraungesichL 

"And modest and retiring — sole support of four 
aged grandmothen and as many grandfathers!" ex- 
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claimed Cirobois with feeling as we whirled out of 
the station. 

"You don't say so!" remarked the gr^ coat, re- 
spectfully; "four grandmothers!" 

"Yes; her father and mother both married twice, 
which accounts for it," proceeded Cirobois, quietly. 
"But have you never seen her?" 

"1 live in the Rue St Denis — dealer in colonial 
produce, at your service," stammered the grey coat, 
delighted to see that Floriant was talking to his 
wife. "It's only on Sundays we manage to get out, 
only on Sundays— aieml" 

This last exclamation was caused by the lilac 
dress stamping furtively on his foot. 

"Only on Sundays — that's like me when I sold 
baked potatoes on the top of the Colonne Venddme," 
murmured Cirobois, who had noticed the foot- 
stamping. "Hot work for the fingers, Monsieur; 
but cool work for the head. I made ray fortune 
by it." 

"God bless my soul!" cried the man in the grey 
coat, while the hiac dress started and glanced with 
surprise at her husband's interlocutor. 

"You were saying, then, that this year's Rosiire 
is your daughter?" proceeded Cirobois, with im- 
perturbable composure. 

"Pardon me, I — I — never," stuttered the grey 
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rather bewildered — "I think you mistake. We 
>nly going down to see the sight. But I have a 
ler who is a municipa] coundli<»' at Chunpterre, 

who helped to elect " 

Ah, helped to elect! Yes, I was a municipal 
dllor myself once, and know what it is. You 
tell your brother how much I sympathize with 
Monsieur," groaned Cirobois. "Twelve men 
ing themselves in a close room, with no refresh- 
on the table but a tumbler of pump-water — 
> a municipal coimdl. And you say, then, 
the Rosifere — I beg your pardon, what were 
interesting observations you let fall about the 
bre?" 

My husband must have said that MdUe. Lal- 
te is the prettiest girl at Champterre," inter- 
i the hlac dress, coming to her disconcerted 
ie's rescue; "and if M. le Marquis be an admirer 
eauty," added she, turning a Uttle archly to 
ant, "he will find himself repaid for his journey." 
Oh, Madame," murmured Floriant, "you forget 
after being dazzled by the flame of a wax- 
, no great impression can be produced upon 
by a rushlt^t." Which was a skil&l compli- 
, for had Floriant been a novice, he would have 
pered that af^r beholding the sun, a man might 
impunity face the moon, and not been under- 
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Stood; but the lilac dress, being wont to sell colonial 
produce (which is merely the French for grocery and 
candles), quickly seized the allusion to the diSerence * 
between a five-and-twenty sou "four" and a farthing 
dip; and coloured with pleasure up to the roots of 
her pretty chestnut hair. 

I think it was perhaps a lucky thing for the man 
in the grey coat that at this juncture the train 
stopped, and a porter with a rose in his button-hole 
(everybody seemed be-rosed that day) shouted out, 
"Champt«rre!" 



IL 

Certes it had been a proud day for Yves Lal- 
louette, nurseryman and gardener, when M. Farbouit- 
laud. Mayor of Champterre, followed by half his 
municipal council, had come to him and said, "Yves, 
your daughter is elected RosiAre." 

Had Yves been a sharp man he would have put 
two and two together, and remembered, firstly, that 
on the council was a certain Colin Grainereau, a 
farmer, with a pointed nose, bis neighbour; secondly, 
that this fanner loved his, Yves's, daughter; and 
thirdly, that he had asked her in marriage and been 
accepted just one fortnight, day for day, befi»e the 
electiOD. But Yves was not a sharp man, and so 
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drew no conclusions whatever from this assemblage 
of circumstances. When Mayor Parbouillaud made 
his statement, Yves accepted it as a bit of good 
fortune sent direct to him by Providence, and he 
figured the sign of the Cross three times, kissing his 
thumb at the end of that ceremony, which, as every- 
body knows, is a sure recipe. for good luck. Then 
having made the half-coundl half-drank with white 
wine, which he fished up with a rope from the well 
where he was accustomed to let it cool, he shook off 
his wooden shoes and crept up on tip-toe to apprise 
his daughter F^licie, who was ironing the kerchief 
she intended wearing at mass next Sunday, and not 
dreaming of anything in particular. 

F^licie had no mother, brothers, or sisters. She 
lived alone with her father and an old aunt, who 
cooked for them; and, as a natural consequence, 
she did and said what she pleased, and Yves Lal- 
louette was sure to find it good. It was undoubtedly 
a pity that this should have been so, for no flower 
in Yves's hot-house, no blossom in his choicest beds, 
could have borne comparison with Fdide — "My pet 
flower of all," as he would so often say. But Uke 
those plants that have been neither propped nor 
trimmed, and push their shoots in every direction, 
Filicie's nature had run wild. She was a young 
creature all impulse, with good qualities and 
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dangerous instincts so evenly balanced in her, that 
it depended upon mere hair^s-breadth chance which 
should turn the scale. Generous and passionate, 
kind-hearted and vain, full of animal spirits and wil- 
ful caprices, her character was that of April weattier. 
If occasion served, she was capable of the sublitnest 
things; if opportunities played her false, either by 
thwarting her wishes or wounding her vanity, there 
was no foreseeing what she might or might not do. 
On learning from her father the honour that had 
been conferred upon her, she blushed a little, then 
smiled. She was pleased, of course; neither did the 
thought that all her dear girl-friends would turn 
yellow with jealousy much lessen her pleasure. But 
she saw the finger of CoUn Grainerau in this piece 
of work, and, unlike her father, laid no more to the 
account of Providence than strictly belonged to it. 

It cannot be said that she much loved Grainereau, 
or indeed, loved him at all, though she had ^reed 
to be his wife. Grainereau was twice her age, and 
neither good-looking, well-tempered, nor generous. 
Nature fabricates a hundred thousand such peasants 
as he every day, and scatters them about the world 
to serve as examples of what are popularly known 
as rural virtues. The virtues of C. Grainereau con- 
sisted in his never giving a sou" to anybody. If 
he saw his way to making fivepence he would go. 
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« miles \o do it. On Sundays he went to mass, 
he had the time; and on Mondays he always 
jnd the time to take in somebody at the cattle- 
urket. Personally, C. Graincreau stood five feet 
II — out of his stockings, for he never wore any. 
is face was of the colour and aspect of a medlar, 
d his nose narrowed to a point from the centre of 
like that of an American beast called the tapir. 
1 hear C. Grainereau talk was like listening to two 
xes of dried wood creaking together on a rusty 
tge; and, to square the Hst of his salient traits, 
t man diewed tobacco and expectwated the 
3wn juke thereof at duly marked intervals in the 
DTse of conversation. But the particular virtue 
it had decided F^lide to give him her hand was 
; weahh, for he was rich, and it was no mean 
er for a dowerless girl like her to become mistress 
Grainerean Farm. Hiis she knew, and the ill- 
ncealed envy of her affectionate friends would 
ve taught it her if she hadn't, Ahl if Yves Lal- 
lette had been able to give his daughter a mar- 
ge portion! — then it would have been a different 
ry, and Colin Graincreau, to use the graceful 
mtiy term, might hare gone back to bis home and 
istled. But poor Yves, though he earned suf- 
ent ia selling flowers, spent more than sufHdent 
swilling white wine; and so the alternative lay 
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between marrying C. Grainereau and his "quinze 
mille livres de rentes," or going farther to fare pro- 
bably worse. No French girl could hesitate, nor did 
Mdlle. F^licie, Still, self-esteem was so strong in 
her woman's heart, that she would have been glad 
to persuade herself that she was a little Jbnd of C. 
GraJnereaB, and now and then she would con over 
in her mind whether he had not some rag of a 
quality which, by trying very hard, she might manage 
to love. His getting her elected Rosi^re afforded 
her the pretext she wanted. Decidedly C, Graine- 
reau must have noble instincts. It did not suit 
Mdlle. F^licie any more than it suits other young 
ladies to suspect that there were any mercenary cal- 
culations in her lover's attentions. She much pre- 
ferred to think that her own bright eyes had done 
it all; and in this instance there was every ap- 
pearance of reason on her side , for what could her 
Rosi^re's dower signify to a man with "quinze mille 
livres," as above said? So C Grainerau had 
evidently used his influence on her behalf solely out 
of love and chivalrous devotion. She felt grateful 
to him for it, and found htm rather less ugly than 
usual when on the morrow of the election he called 
alone to offer his congratulations, attired in a waist- 
coat with blue glass buttons and a coat too tight 
under the aim-pits. 

FTtmkPitltirttiHEiittitkChaa. IF. 13 
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As for C. Grainereau himself, finding his love 
lirs and his monetary prosper so well, he was 
near good-humour as his peculiar idiosyncrasy 
iwed. To the surprise of the neighbourhood, he 
ited somebody to a bottle of wine, of which he 
nk half: and in an unguarded moment was nearly 
ing a beggar a penny. After all let us do the 
n justice; he would have married F^licie if she 
1 not possessed a centime. His getting her 
cted Rosi^re was an after-thought. If he could 
ceed in doing it, reflected he, the trousseau 
uld cost him nothing, no more would the re- 
Qishing of the farm; and he did succeed, because 
municipal councils such men as Grainereau take 
lead, as progress demands they should. Once 
n\atter settled, Grainereau turned his attention 
the means how it might be made the most pro- 
ble. In ordinary years the Rosi^re received the 
D francs which the bequest allowed; a gold watch 
\ chain with pair of ear-rings from the municipal 
mcil, and the proceeds of a collection made in 
irch. C. Grainereau fancied this might be im- 
ived upon. He moved in the council that the 
ler of the Rosi^re be privileged every year to 
ct a marquee for dancing, and charge what he 
ased at the entrance, the net receipts to be 
ided equally between him ajid the commune, 
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A day or two later, when his motion had b 
ried, C. Grainereau pointed out that it w 
unduly hard to call upon the Rosi^re for 
profits, and suggested that a quarter would i 
next day, having again succeeded, he reti 
the charge with the motion that it would i 
magnanimous to take nothing at all; a 
amendment having been voted like other 
however, without desperate resistance on t 
of the Opposition, who evinced sentiment! 
beneath contempt — he successively obtain 
the Rosi&re's father should have a refr 
license given him for the festal day, i. 
dancing marquee should be erected, not 
Rosiire's expense, but at that of the commu 
that the lighting of the said marquee shoi 
be provided for out of the communal funds 
can reform all that next year," reflected 
Grainereau, "but there's no harm in the . 
ment for once in a way." 

The foregoing particulars, I should stal 
came to my knowledge at a later date, bu 
given them here for greater clearness. When '. 
myself, and party landed at Champterre v 
no more of the RosiSre than we had casuall 
oa our way down, and we were none of us 
lind a squad of village boys retailing photog 
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i/s heroine at twenty sous a-piece. Before I 

it, let me mention that these phoU^raphs 
also a device of Grainereau's. The worthy 
had gone to a photographer, struck a bargain 
e exclusive right to sell portraits of F^licie 
ette in her Rosiire dress, and pocketed three 
id francs on the transaction. So the village 
cried out at the top of their shrill voices, 
andez la tete de Mam'selle F^licie!" and we 
Sought three or four of the heads in different 
les, vignette, full face, and profile, and very 
iting heads Ihey were. A pert, oval face it 
'ith rich masses of brown hair surmounting it; 
eyes, with long sweeping lashes, good teeth, 

curious expr^sion, half bold, half innocent ; 
inooent because youthful, as a young lioness 

be who has never yet sucked blood, or a 
^ kitten before he has begun to filch cream. 

my w<Kd for it," muttered Cirobois, with 
eflectiveness than itwa&his wont to show. "We 
have seen the last of this face to-day. It'll turn up 
lime or other and do something." With which 
tion be and Braungesicht, being arm-in-arm as 

stalked on ahead of us towards the church. 
;avens, what a crowd! The service had al- 

begun and we squeezed in as we could, 
r expecting a seat nor getting one. The 



choristers were at their posts, twelve little fello 
with scarlet cassodu and lace surplices chaunti 
to the music of a double-bass and an opbtclei 
and making the qutunt rhythm of their hjfmnal p 
cleat as crystal under the old rafters of the cban< 
In seats of honour near the altar-rails, Mayor P 
bouillaud, in his gold-fringed, tricolouf sash, and 
council all rigged out in their Sunday best, not < 
eluding the Opposition, who, although adverse 
the whole proceedings on principle, came to i 
service in order to qualify for the dinner which Ic 
place at 6.30. Opposite to the council as ms 
distinguished functionaries — justices of the pea 
commissary of police, and such kind — as could 
crammed into one pew; and in the most conspicuc 
spot, midway between the two rows erf seats a 
right in the centre of die nave, three chairs plat 
side by side, that to the right for the RosiSre, t 
to the left for the Rosi^re of the preceding yt 
who, by a graceful fiction, was supposed to h; 
tooug^t her successor to the present honour by 
shining force of example, and that in the mid 
for the patroness of the fSte, who this year dian< 
to be the Prefect's wife — a brilliant lady, in a go 
couleur jonquille, whose task it was to lay 
coronet of roses on the Rosifete's virginal brow, i 
whisper to her a few graceful nOthingB. 
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Right down the length of the nave, the space 
> filled by seven and sixty firemen in brass 
mets, blue swallow-tails with red facings, and 
italoons ad libitum: none other these than the 
lous Pompiers de Champierre, renowned in song 
extinguishers of iires in the houses of men and 
iters of flames in the hearts of women, At the 
id of them glowed their trusty captain, in private 
a baker, whose gold epaulets stood out so 
cely on either side of his ears, that they looked 
if they were going to fly away with his head, 
ich was a small and mild one. M. le Cur6, in 

richest stole, MM. les Vicaires in their purple 
i gold chasubles, and Monsieur the Precentor, in 

silver-rimmed spectacles, served to complete a 
jht picture, which was not inaptly capped by the 
idle, whose flaming baldric, stee! halbert, pink 
; calves, and towering three-cornered hat, seemed 
symbolize the antiquated features of the ceremony 
ich he was there to grace. 

But antiquated or not, the proceedings showed 
lack of life, and you may think what you please, 
. when the crowning moment of the solemnity 
Ved, the sight was a really pretty — I was going 
say a touching — one. Mass was over. The last 
yers had been said. M. le Cur^ had feehogly 
I thumpingly delivered his sermon in three points 
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on the praise of virtue. Everybody had sat i 
rustled, and then stood up again, and the orj 
was softly playing a voluntary. Then there ' 
lull. Six little mites of girls dressed all in 
emerged from the Vii^tn's chapel and toi 
gravely up the nave, carrying three cushion! 
tween them. On the first cushion was the Ros 
crown, on the second a white satin purse conta 
her dower, and on the third a little jeweller' 
with the municipal gold watch and chain ani 
car-rings in it. I thought, and still think, th 
try and foster virtue by developing in it a tasi 
trinkets, is at least a bold experiment that 
lead occasionally to unforeseen results, But in 
lions suggested by the modem spirit of libe 
and progress are things so eminently respec 
that one must accept them with faith, not 
standing internal misgivings, and so I say no 
against the municipal box. The little people 
. their cushions threaded their way along the bri 
lane which the valiant firemen formed, reached 
stand-point, dropped a curtsy, and ranged t 
selves in a semicircle opposite the patroness o 
ftte. Then this lady, assisted by Mayor Pari 
laud, who now gallantly bustled forward, rose, : 
the congregation, and smiUngly beckoned tc 
Rosifere to approach. We then saw Mdlle. F 
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louette kneel oa a hassock at the feet of Madame 
FWftte, who very prettily and rather blushingly 
xd her to put on her chain and ear-rings; then 
k the chaplet from its cushion and set it on her 
d. This was a signal for the baker-captain of 

firemen corps, whose face had been ctmvulsively 
king Uke t2iat of a man who has a public duty 
perfcwtn, and who at the precise moment when 

chaplet touched Mdlle. F^licie's hair, screamed 
in a voice that cracked right in the middle 
n emotion: "Present arms!" Simultaneously the 
uiist touched his keys and pealed out the strains 
I triumphal march, whilst the Cur^, bending over 

still kneeling girl, raised his hands aloft and 
e the benediction. This was the end. With a 
It rush from all sides of the church, the con- 
ization pressed forward to see the Rosi^re as she 
ked out procession ally. First came the firemen 
ded by the baker, who marked time most satis- 
,orily when the throng prevented his advancing; 
a the beadle, then the Rosi^re herself, leaning 
the arm of the Mayor, and escorted by the six 
e mites who strewed flowere on her path, then 

Prtif^te with her arm on that of worthy Yves 
louette, overwhelmed with the sense of so much 
our; then the municipal councillors, headed by 
est Cc^ (kainereau in a new waistcoat, and 
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with a fixed grin on his countenance; lastly, more 
firemen to dose up. And everybody who had a 
rose in his button-hole, and every woman or girl 
who had a nosegay in her hand, threw it as this 
goodly procession filed by; so that soon the flags 
were littered with rose-leaves as thick as a Turkey 
carpet. My rose went with tie rest, so did that of 
Braungesicht, who regretted that he had not two 
lOses — nay, a whole basketful. As for Cirobois, he 
only threw one single leaf of his, muttering as he 
did so in the dry, pecuhar tone that always left one 
uncertain whether he was joking or not: "Trop de 
fleura, jeune fille, trop de fleurs! On cotnmence par 
li; on finit par les Opines!" At this juncture I 
turned round to look for Flonant. He had not 
spoken during the ceremony. He was standing by 
my side gazing diancelwards, and appearing to take 
an inttrest altogether new to him in the proceedings. 
For once in a way, I believe he positively forgot to 
cast around him that sweeping and scrutatory glance 
which Frenchmen of his age throw, pretty much as 
a fisherman jerks his net, to see whether there are 
any presentable women within eye-reach. He also 
omitted either to stroke his moustache or finger his 
satin scarf, which, under other circumstances, I 
should have taken as an indication that he did not 
feel well, or had lost more money than he liked at 
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<-at. When the cortege began to move in our 
ion he slightly shifted his position, and gave 
to one of those murmured exclamations that 
3t mean much if a man is wont to express his 
Qents by continual "Oh!'s" and "Ahl's," but 
1 signify a good deal in the mouth of a man 
1 a long acquaintance with wonders of all sorts 
endered reticent. Floriant had seen too many 
' women in his lifetime to be stirred by the 
of a new face, however striking; and yet as the 
re neared us, he drew the flower from his 
tt-hole, waited his opportunity, and when she 
lut a couple of yards distant from him, dropped 
her feet. The thing was done with infinite 
, but was so marked, that it was impossible to 
und this particular flower with the others, or. 
onor of it with the rest of the throng. Mdlle. 
e raised her eyes a little timidly, and bowed; 
the Marquis de Floriant returned her salute 
an inclination of the head, such as he habitually 
'cd for duchesses, AH this was the work of a 
^t; then, apparently satisfied with his p^r- 
nce, Gaston took my arm and said: "And now 
shall we do until ball time?" 



D,c,i,icd.tGoOQlc 
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There was something of a problem in the qi 
tion, for between the church service which we I 
just seen, and the ball which we were resolved 
see, lay a bleak tract of eight hours, which co 
scarcely be filled to our own satisfaction by goin{ 
see the clodhoppers of Champterre climb their gre 
poles for legs of mutton, or race in sacks for 
rabbits. Cirobois counselled that we should in 
the municipal council to luncheon, make them dn; 
and then call upon them for an outspoken statera 
as to theiV views in politics. He had once, 
averred, beguiled time in this way on the commi 
of his own estate down in Languedoc, and after i 
hours' champagning, had obtained from his com 
the most solemn declaration that they were a sel 
imbeciles. Unfortunately, the rate-leviers of Chai 
terre would probably get drunk that day without 
assistance, and at their own — or rather the r; 
payers' — expense, so there was nothing for it bul 
adjourn to the one decent inn in the place, i 
order a repast, which, by smoking, anecdoting, ; 
mixture of cool drinks, was eked out until the h 
when respectable people think of dinner. Ab 
this time Floriant vanished, and did not turn 
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11 until close upon nine o'clock, when the streets 
he village were already lighted, when the fun in 

fair-boodis was growing fast and furious, and 
■a from the vast marquee which Colin Graioereau 

caused to be erected for Yves Lallouette, his 
re father-in-law, issued the qutak-queak of fiddles 

the toot-toot of cornopeans being turned for the 
ling's fray. Our party had been wandering about 
, desultory way, raffling for macaroons, shooting 
Ti wax images for unsmokable cigars, and other- 
; enjoying ourselves since seven. When the 
quee was thrown open we streamed in like one 
1, and it was then that Floriant burst anew upon 

sight, arrayed in faultless evening- dress, with 
nond studs in his shirt-front, his hair curled, and 
)pera-hat under his arm. He had gone back in 
1th to Paris to effect this revolutitm in his cos- 
e, and now confronted us with a smiling "I spilt 
e wine over my waistcoat at luncheon, and so 

obliged to change. Once in Paris, I thought I 
ht as well dress, since there was going to be 
cing." 

"But^oa are not going to dance?" asked Ra- 
lan of the Cent-Gardes, laughing. 

"Look at these boards, man," giggled Narcisse 
Parabte, who often led the cotillon at the Court 



baQs; "there's ao incJi and a half betwecE them. 
Have you insured your ankles?" 

"Diamond studs, too!" lisped Rene de Morange, 
in a half-whisper to Cirobois. " When Floriant dresses 
like a snob, there's always some reason for it. He 
has set those diamonds to catch somebody — they are 
bird-lime." 

"Or paste," suggested Cirobois. "Are you really 
going to show these bumpkins that you can hop al- 
most as well as they?" added he, touching FloriaiU;'s 
arm. 

"Bah! you will all of you dance," retorted Floriant, 
"And as to the clothes, they will be what everybody 
else will wear, except yourselves — so I shall be less 
remarked than you." 

So fax as that went, he was not quite wrong. 
Colin Grainereau had caused to be set up at the 
door a notice to this eifect: 



for^frajtet, gtHtltmtit9Hay obtain a fink Uclttli ivldchwtl ^Htitlt tfum 
b, dam-i iciih Oi Roiiiri." 

And this announcement had kept away all such 
Champterrians as were feeble folk, with no money in 
their purses. Further, C. Grainereau had set a de- 
tective from Paris to watch, at the doors, and sea 
that no ladies of a certain oaraeless category a:ept 
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and, thanks to these precautions, the gathering 
really as select as could be desired. All the 
lials of the canton were there — they, their wives, 
their marriageable oflspring. Local commerce 
its representatives; so had the garrison of the 
;hbouring post-town j and, what with the white 
ccloths of the tradesmen, the councillors, and two 
l-headed churchwardens, and the red trousers of 
e or four sub-lieutenants, very spruce in their 
regimentals, Floriant's get-up did not seem so 
h out of place as his admirers might have feared. 
ertheless, it is useless to disguise that his studs 
ted attention. The two bald churchwardens cast 
ces of esteem at him; the councOlors who passed 
nade themselves respectfully small, so as not to 
h him with their elbows; awe fell upon the 
er, who served him with a glass of seltzer- water; 
by-and-by, when he whirled round the room 
zing with Mdlle. F^licie Lallouette, the poor girl 
led unable to lift her eyes off the shiny stones, 
fhich surely the devil must have elected his 
le for that evening. 

[t appeared to me when Mdlle. F^licie entered 
ball-room that she had grown a good year older 
; the morning, not only in age but in experience. 
h to say, that is a trying ordeal which takes a 
ig girl from the secluded innocency of home. 
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and places her of a sudden into a glaring position, 
where she becomes for a day the queen of her 
neighbourhood, the admired object of all eyes, the 
recipient of a thousand flatteries, none the less 
dangerous because spoken out in plain round terms, 
with bucolic frankness. Then, Mdlle. F^licie had 
been chief guest at the municipal dinner that even- 
ing, and, if facts must be told as they are, cham- 
pagne corks had been popped with a prodigality only 
known at those banquets where it is not the poppers 
who pay. Mdlle. F^licie had never tasted it before, 
and this time she had tasted it to an extent that 
made her beautiful eyes beam like Scotch cairngorms, 
her breath go quicker, and cheeks glow like August 
peaches. Unfortunate C. Grainereau! what infatua- 
tion can have possessed him under such auspices as 
these to show himself to his betrothed with his weasly 
face, his preposterous garments, his walnut-coloured 
hands, and his ploughman's gait? With a face hke 
his, the man ought to have hidden himself under a 
bushel for the day, and only reappeared when, the 
pomp and glitter of the festivity being over, he would 
have had no comparison to dread with any of the 
brilliant butterflies who were fluttering round his 
F^licie. As it was C. Grainereau looked like an 
unclean beetle gadding about a white tablecloth; 
and, to add to his natural charms, he had dnmL 
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himself into hiccoughs and unsteadiaess. What 
chance could he have against the Marquis de Fli>- 
riant? It seemed that Floriant had bought up all the 
tickets that gave the holders right to dance with the 
Kosi^re. At all events, after the first quadrille, wljich 
she opened with Mayor ParbouiUaud, and the first 
polka, which she footed with the mild baker-captaia 
of the firemen corps, nobody, not even C Grainereau 
himself, could obtain adance from her. C. Grainereau 
probably consoled himself with the reflection that, 
having honestly issued more pink tickets than there 
were dances for, the purchasers would find their 
bargains less profitable than they had hc^ed. But 
this he Mily thought for the early part of the evening. 
As the hours vfOK on, and it was always the same 
purchaser who danced with his Kosi^re, as polka 
followed quadrille, and waltz polka, and still it was 
that same young blade, with the diamond buttons 
and the waxed moustache, C. Grainerau's features 
became discomposed. I think I perceived the pre- 
cise moment when suspicion first flashed aaosa him. 
ifc was leaning vinously and complacently against 
one of the teat-poles, brewing heaven knows what 
thoughts in his crooked mind, when the Marquis 
passed with Felide into the refreshment-room, dose 
to him — so dose, indeed, that P^Ucie could net but 
havs perceived him, though she gave ao token of 
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the fact except by tumiog her head, purposely as it 
seemed, the other way. In the refreshment-room, 
Yves Lallouette, who had been plied with congratu- 
latory drink ever since sunrise (and it was> now 
within an hour of midnight), sat hopelessly rooted 
to a chair, with his purple face blinking unconsciously 
at nothing. His daughter stopped before him, how- 
ever, and seemed to be whispering who her partner 
was. He staggered to his feet, held out a rocking 
hand, drivelled something about the "honour," etc., 
and floundered backwards again. Floriant and the 
Rosi^ then sat down at an adjoining table, whither 
anon rushed a waiter with an iced pail of Oiquot. 
At this moment the flower-girl, Mirabelle, glided into 
the room, being, apparently, a privileged person, free 
to enter everywhere. She looked round as if seeking 
somebody, perceived where Floriant was, and smiled 
a rather meaning smile. She made towards him, 
holding the bouquet she had promised to keep that 
morning, and, dropping a curtsy, said, "I was sure 
you would want it. Monsieur le Marquis." 

Floriant took the bouquet, of course, and handed 
it to Mdlle. F^cie, and it was then that, crossing 
the room, and chancing to light upon the features 
of C. Grainereau, I noted the ghastly change they 
underwent, . The man dapped his hand to his fore- 
head, gave a gasp, and was sobered in one instant. 

FrnuhPi'lHrr'inEtifUihChaa. 11. 1 3 
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Most of US — I mean we good-for-noughts who 
had come down from Paris— -had been dancing. It 
was the custom, said one of our nunJjer. We should 
look singular if we didn't. It was not fcur, coming 
to a ball, to act as kill-joys; aad so on. In short, 
we danced. But on beholding the grimace which 
C. Grainereau pulled, and the direction whidi his 
thunder-laden glances took, I gueised there was a 
storm preparing; nor was I wrcmg. 

Cirobois was near nae, mystifying his Russian 
with an account of some French provincial customs, 
which Braungesicht was listening to attentively with 
the most guileless faith. I confided my apprdien- 
sions to him. "Oh yes," he answered quietly; "I 
have been looking for the storm this long while. We 
had better keep an eye on the pair— liiat's all we 
can do." 

"But I shall go and warn Floriant" 

"Breath's precious: better not waste it. There 
are three things you can never Stop: a. train flying 
downhill, a joint-stock company going to grief, and 
a woman on the slope to " 

He did not finish, for Floriant had. just con- 
ducted r^licie Lallouette back to her place, and was 
taking lea\^ of her. In doing so, he stooped, said 
something that evidently pleased her, causing her 
both to smile and to redden; and in shaking, hands 
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with her, held her hand within his own just a short 
second longer than there was any need for. Then 
bowing in a way that said in the clearest dumb lan- 
guage possible, "Au revtir," and not "Adieu" he 
withdrew. Colin Grainereau uttered a sort of growl, 
clenched his fists, rushed into the refreshment-room, 
and swallowed a glass of brandy to give himself 
courage, and then followed him. 

"Now for the storm!" remarked Cirobois; and 
we went out too. 

There was a crowd outside listening to the mu- 
sic; but beyond the throng Floriant was discernible 
in the grey overcoat which he had donned, lighting 
a cigar, and seemingly making his way to the 
station. 

"Stop!" screamed Oainereau, running after him; 
and in a paroxysm of passion he caught Floriant by 
the shirt-front, shook him savagely, and yelled: "Go 
jway from here, do you hear me? go away, and 
never come near us again!" 

Floriant had been taken aback; but recovering 
from his surprise, he caught the unlucky peasant 
roughly by the throat, swayed him, and sent him 
reeling ten yards away. Our timely arrival prevented 
further hostilities. We ran between the two, and 
asked Grainereau by name (fw he had been pointed 
out to us several times over that day) what he meant. 
'3V ..,>H..',v: 
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But, as is the way with coimtiymen, all the man's 
valour had forsaken him upon finding that he was 
not the strongest; and at our question, instead tif 
firing up anew, he lapsed maudlin, put his hands to 
his eyes, and whined; "Why should he come here 
and turn her head? What has she done to him, 
and what harm have / ever done him?" spluttered 
he, piteously. "I should make her happy, and he 
knows I would. There are enough women in that 
Paris of his — -why does he hot go and take one of 
them?" Before we could foresee his intention, he 
bundled himself down on his knees, embraced Flo- 
riant's legs with his arms, and cried: "Hark you, 
young rich man! you shaO have all the money of 
your tickets back again, if you wilt go. I watched 
her with you this evening, and you've turned her 
head. You have. I saw it in her eyes, and I tell 
you it's a bad action — a bad action!" roared he two 
or three times over, and he continued to snivel an<L 
whimper. 

"You're drunk; let me go!" exclaimed Floriant, 
impatiently, and he shook himself free. 

Colin Grainereau got up blubbering, and tottered 
to a lamp-post, for his tipsiness seemed to have got 
the better of him again. He pressed his forehead 
against the cold iron, and sobbed, half from drunken- 
ness, half with impotent rage and grief. 
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We four walked on in sUence; but at the first 
turning of the road, Cirobois stopped, and laid a 
hand on Floriant's shoulder. 

"Look here, old fellow," he said, with some 
earnestness in his voice, and looking Floriant fixedly 
in the face, "take my advice and don't. Nothing 
good can coroe of it." 

IV. 

Two or three years passed. Within a week of 
the RosiSre's fSte circumstances had drawn me away 
from Paris, and when I returned I learned that FIo- 
riant had gone travelling, but with whom, for whom, 
or for what, people were much too busy with their 
own concerns to inquire. One day, however, passing 
near the Paris corn-market, 1 met a wizen face which 
I could just remember having seen somewhere. It 
was the face of an ugly, -melancholy, and cross- 
grained looking farmer, in a wide-awake hat and a 
white blouse. He seemed to recognize me, for with- 
out being spoken to he addressed me, hissing and 
pale with sudden passion: "I've not forgotten your 
face nor his, and if you see him you may tell him 
so. May heaven curse him! If I meet him again 
it won't be fists I shall try on him, no, nor wood, 
You may tell him that too!" And he trudged on- 
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wards, mumbling threatening oaths. The only ex- 
planation I could find to which enigma was that 
Colin Grainereau — for my interlocutor was he — had 
got drunk again. 

But the circumstance had not quite slipped fiom 
my memory when, some weeks later, my servant 
entered whilst I was at my breakfast and announced, 
"Le Marquis de Floriant." 

I. liked Floriant, and though we never wrote to 
each other when separated, our acquaintanceship 
was not one of those that are slackened by absence. 
I was glad to see him, and in less than live minutes 
both of us were at table talking as old friends 
again. Perhaps, indeed, these are the pleasantesi 
friendships, which one can lay down and take up 
anew without inconvenience on either side. 

"And so you are only just returned to Paris, 
Floriant?" 

"Only just, and my first visit is for you." 

"You must have roamed the whole world over- 
Egypt, India, Japan?" 

"No, nothing further than Italy^Rome, Venice, 
the old story. We travel, and find the only city 
worth living in is Paris." 

"And yet the time has passed pleasantly?" 

"Yes, oh yes." And this answer meant no, as 
most such replies do. 



We adjourned to the balcony for coffee and to 
smoke. Floriant remained some minutes silent, and 
I had leisure to observe that he was altered — thinner, 
paler, and more thoughtful-looking. But he no 
longer seemed hlasl, and his dress, though correct 
and tastefiil, was not the distressingly elaborate thing of 
former days. After wreathing a few clouds iiito the 
air, he suddenly laid down his cigar, drew his chaii 
closer to mine, and said, very impressively, "I am 
going to ask a favour of you , Blamont." 

"Ask," I answered, a little astonished, but with 
a smile. 

"Well, it's a matter that can only be undertaken 
by a friend of proved discretion," explained he, with 
growing excitement discernible in his manner. "I 
want you to negotiate a 'break-ofP for me," and 
he drew a sigh as though to say, "Now the thing's 
out." 

"Are there letters to get back — or what?" 

"No, no letters, but it will be uphill argument. 
She loves me, I believe, tenaciously, almost savagely; 
I don't love her, and I have a marriage in view. 
You see I am thirty now. A man can't spend his 
whole life driving up and down the Champs Elys^es, 
nodding to women he doesn't care for, and losing 
his money at horse-races. I think I perceive my 
way to doing something in politics or diplomacy; 
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d my marriage may help me. You'll see her. 
le is charming — an Italian, first-rate family, plenty 

money — ^which is a secondary consideration — but 
'cet-tempered and pretty as an angel . . . ." 

"Who, the person you want to break with?" 

"Oh no, the other — the one I want to marry, 
iiis second one, she's pretty loo — yes; but you 
n't understand what it is to be tied to a woman 
th whom you have no coramunitj- of thought. It's 
:e the shot chained to the convict's ankle; and Tve 
len undergoing this for more than two years— an 
smity!" He positively moaned as he said this, 
id his next words almost took the form of an 
■treaty:. "You'll offer anything she pleases, Blamont, 

break off with me — that is, not to do anything to 
wart my marriage; for she could thwart it if she 
»uld, and I am sure she would do it if not argued 
th. I have been having her trained for the stage, 

that she might have a paying profession to fall 
,ck upon; but you must say I'll make over twelve 
ousand francs a year to her in Rentes if she will 
■ and live out of France — in Belgium, or Switzer- 
id, or some such place. She shall have double 
she wishes it — anything, so that she break, for 
od and all." 

He rambled on for a considerable while to this 
ect — for it was really little better than rambling; 
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and I could not help admiring the retribut 
of the Nemesis which had overtaken such 
as Floriant, by putting him in the power 
portunate, uneducated woman, whom he 
and on whose nod or refusal the whole of 
career seemed to hinge. When he had fa 
with a whole host of particulars essential I 
cess of the negotiations, and coached me i 
matic hints enough to have led him v 
colours out of any creditable undertaMnf 
for having me start at once and get th( 
settled out of hand. Up to this moment li 
breathed a word as to the woman's nar 
antecedents, so I questioned him on this s 

He seemed on the point of telUng 
hesitated, and at length exclaimed, "No, f 
and see her, that's the best way; you've 
once in your life," and upon this he thn 
with an address upon it into my hands an 
leaving me to make of his explanations wh 

The embassy was not a very agreeable 
friendship is exposed to be sent on missio 
kind, and to be little thanked into th' 
whether they succeed or fail. So I took s 
drove to an hotel near the Bois de Boulof 
resorted to by people who wished to imag 
selves in the country while being in Pari 

c,.,. ;.Liooglc 
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shown up .1 sagaciously carpeted — I wi^ going to 
say miiffled — staircase, through corridors embellished 
with reproductions of sculptured masterpieces in 
simili-marble and so on into a drawing-room com' 
manding a view of a garden, where some rather 
flashy guests of the hotel were lunching. The lady 
was not in the room; but the waiter vanished to 
apprise her maid; and whilst he was gone, I was 
able with a glance or two to reconnoitre the chamber 
and all its appurtenances. On the table, amidst a 
medley of women's knick-knacks, were one or two 
rehearsal-books of Boulevard comedies then in vogue; 
at another part of the table an open copy-book, 
which I had not the indiscretion to examine, but 
which at a distance looked curiously like an exercise- 
ground for pothooks and hangers. On a chair a 
grammar. 

I had been perhaps five minutes in the room 
when silk rastled down the passage. The door was 
flung open, and a woman of superb beauty rushed 
in rather impetuously, as if she well knew the person 
she expected to meet. On seeir^ me, however, she 
stopped, looked at me astonished, and, then, with 
somewhat of a tremor in her voice, like that which 
comes of a presentiment of evil, asked me to what 
she was indebted for the pleasure of my visit. The 
woman was F61icie Lallouette. 
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She had never known me, however, and so had 
no occasion to colour at any untimely recollections. 
But she suspected evil, and I can see her now 'lean- 
ing on the arm of the chair into which she had 
thrown herself, resting her chin on her hand, and 
turning her large, liquid eyes on me waiting for an 
explanation. She was no longer the F^licie of three 
years ago. Time had added to her .beauty while 
changing the character of it It was bow a haughty 
beauty — that of a woman of passion who has bfaved 
the world and feels the need to hold her head high, 
to assert a position which she knows is not hers. 
In good sooth, I am no admirer of the unsexed class 
into which she had drifted, but I pitied the woman, 
and in telling her on what errand I had come, con- 
veyed my message with all the forbearance and 
delicacy that I had at command. She listened with- 
out answering a word, but her hands turned to 
marble as I was speaking, and her face looked like 
that of a. statue. The only live part in her features 
were her eyes, and they, instead of deadening, 
changed to fire, glowing with quietly suppressed in- 
tensity, that had something terrifying in it. She 
waited until I had quite finished, then sat a mo- 
ment motionless. After which she rose and said 
coldly; — 

"And what does he expect?" 

D,c,l,;cd:tG0pglc 
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"Expect that you will be amenable to reason 
and prudence," 1 answered gently. 

"Never," she said, with defiant firmuess. 

This "never" was like the closing of an iron 
door. I have beard such emphatic "nevers" on 
one or two other occasions during my life, and every 
time I have felt, what I then felt, that though it was 
a woman who spoke, the case was hopeless. 

"But what do you intend doing?" I inquired. 

"I intend to break with him," was her calm reply. 
"I would never accept a centime more of his money 
if I were starving of hunger. I shall leave him, but 
not free to do what he pleases and break others' 
lives as he has broken mine. He swore to me that 
■he loved me, did your friend, swore it hundreds 
upon hundreds of times, and I believed him. What 
is this code of morality which suffers a nobleman to 
peijure himself to a woman, and yet deem himself 
honourable and a fit mate for an iimocent girl? I 
am not of your sphere of society, Monsieur, but what 
little I have been able to leam of its ways since 
your friend raised me or lowered me fixim the station 
where I stood, has taught me that the one law it 
places above all others, is respect for plighted faith. 
I cannot conceive that this law makes exceptions 
and says: 'You shall keep your word to ail save a 
woman.' So, as your friend has deceived me, I have 
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a right to conclude he will deceive others; ai 
shall be my business to prevent him, if I can, 
making new victims." 

This was said without declamation, quietly 
coldly. 

"But what can you do?" I asked, disconce 

"Do?" she answered. "I will retire to the 
whence I sprung, with my innocence and my illu 
the less, and a hatred in my heart the more. 1 
work for my bread — but whenever your friend h 
to link a trusting girl's destiny to his, or enter 
a career that promises honour or distinction, he 
find me upon his path, and he will learn wh 
fallen woman's vengeance is." 

I endeavoured to remonstrate, but with a q 
not undignified, wave of the hand, she cut me s 

"I have nothing more to add, Monsieur," 
said, "but that I shall leave this within an h 
And upon this she touched the bell, thus sighii 
to me to bow and withdraw. 



"A woman's vengeance!" I thought, but 
was some eighteen months afterwards, under w 
different circumstances — that is, at Versailles, » 
I had been summoned to give evidence at the 
mination of a Petroleuse. 



;.Lioogk 
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It was in the bitterly raw June of the present 
year.* The day was grey, with gusts of rain and 
wind, and the weather seemed to render more 
sinister and dank the lobby in which I, and some 
score of other witnesses, were waiting our turns td 
be examined. This was not a trial, but only a sum- 
mary cross-questioning of the women who had been 
seized red-handed, and imprisoned together at Sar- 
tory, at the close of the insurrection. Gendarmes 
with oil-skin over their hats, and heads bent down 
to avoid the sleet that would have pelted into their 
face^ clanked by every minute, leading handcuffed 
women across a paved yard from the extemporized 
prison to the court-house or back again. And what 
women! No gleam of romance to be extracted from 
those misshapen countenances; little sympathy, even, 
that could be afforded to women so bereft of all 
that renders woman lovable. I saw a batch of un- 
fortunate creatures who had been arrested that very 
morning in the slums of Paris, and were trudging along 
chained to one another by the wrists. They did 
not bear themselves with the dogged sullenness which 
men show when in trouble. They laughed hysteri- 
cally as they went, shrieked infamous songs, spat 
out jeering insults against the soldiers who were 
their escort; and one of them — a woman past middle- 
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age, in a silk gown, with the paint of her profes 
still on her — ^seeing me look through the win' 
pulled out her tongue and made a face at 
"Surely," thought I, "women, when they do fall, 
to fathomless depths." And I began to must 
whose behalf or against whom I could have pos: 
been called to bear testimony. 

I was not long kept in doubt- A genda 
reeking with wet, entered with a list in his h 
read out my name and address, and said, " 
way, if you please." 

I followed the man through a labyrinth of 
sages, which, notwithstanding that it was mid- 
were lit with flickering oil-lamps. On the 1 
soldiers worn out with the fatigues of the past 
were sleeping and snoring in exhausted attiti 
At every ten yards, stacks of arms; in every t 
way, sentinels with bayonets fixed. The prison 
been formerly a cavalry barrack, and the court-h 
whither my gendarme guide led me was a ti 
fc^med saddle-room. 

The door closed behind us, and I found m 
in a whitewashed chamber, the walls of which 
still adorned with pegs, where himg for the n 
piilitary k^pis and sabres. At a deal table, eni 
bered with papers and pewter inkstands, half-a-d 
officers were sitting in undress uniformG. The 
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sident, a peremptory colonel, who wasted little time 
in formalities, looked up as I appeared and, pointing 
to a woman ignobly clad and. deeply pitted with 
small-pox, who stood behind a sort of bar, said, 
"Monsieur, this woman is accused of having set fire 
to the mansion of the Marquis de Floriant in the 
Rue de Lille." 

The woman nodded and drew a tattered shawl 
closer round her. The gendarmes to right and left 
of ber frowned and looked indignant at her calmness. 

" By profession ," resumed the Colonel , " the 
woman is — is — everything that these women are 
when they cut the figure of this one; but she calls 
herself an operative — says she was taken ill with 
small-pox during the siege, and only joined the 
Communalist insurrection for the purpose of burning 
this single house down. As to name, she pretends 
she has none — but she states that you know her, 
and will answer for her being not a thief We 
have caUed you at her request." 

I had hitherto been standing on the same hne with 
the woman, and had not caught a good sight of her 
features. I now stepped in front of her, and looked at 
her face — out of which, as behind a cloiTd, dimly rose 
the recollection of lineaments seen but twice before. 

"Yes," she said, nodding again simply, "it's me. 
I wish you to say," added she, in an undisturbed 
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tone, "that I am — am not what the 
I worked for my bread, as I promisei 
it is the small-pox that has made 
and poverty. Why I burned the Hfl 
you know. I have prevented your fri' 
I have debarred him from ever wreck 
ness of another girl as he did mine. 
to bum his house, that I confess: bu 
in moments of bitterness that we woul 
wise. Say to the gentleman that 
plunder, will you, that I did this . . .1 

It was not immediately that I o 
seemed to be seeing her before tat 
at Champterre, with the crown of w 
pealing of the organ, and the Curb's 1 

"Monsieur," I faltered at last to t 
swear this woman is to be pitied." 

She bent her head in acknowledgi 
with just the slightest quaver in her 
you, Monsieur." 

The next thing I heard of her wa 
been condemned to death. 
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A HERO OF THE COMMUNE. 

AN EPISODE OF 1871. 



Some ten years ago, when people asked Monsieur 
Torreau, of the Rue Quincampoix, Paris, what he 
thought of doing with his son Jules, who was then 
a lanky youth, with trousers too short for him, M. 
Torreau used to answer, in a tone of voice and 
with a toss of the head such as could only have 
come from a retired hatter who had got "dix milles 
hvres de rente," that Jules was destined to become 
a Government functionary. And you should have 
heard the stress he laid upon that word functionary! 
Young Jules insensibly loomed upon the imagination 
of the listener attired in golden swallow-tails, with a 
red ribbon round his throat, a touch of lumbago, a 
pair of spectacles over his eyes, and a roll of ad- 
ministrative parchment under his arm. I think it 
was a secret chagrin to both the worthy people, M. 
and Mdme. Torreau, that their son was such a long 
lime getting bald. They looked with tendec im-. 
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patience to the day when his head, denuded of its 
hirsute forest, should shine like a new-laid egg, 
when his girth should round itself into the decorous 
shapeliness of a pumpkin, and when he should reap 
his visage every morning, leaving nought but mous- 
tache and "imperial" to denote that he was a man 
in authority, holding Bonapartist convictions, and 
enjoying a salary out of the public taxes. Alas! 
best of parents, what would you have said had it 
been predicted to you that your offspring, Jules, 
would climb the steeps of power with a poll as 
shaggy as the uncombed mane of a lion, a beard 
flaming out to a foot's length on either side of his 
countenance, and the word "Republican" indelibly 
stamped on every part of his person and apparel — 
on his finger-nails, on the ragged cuffs and greasy 
collar of his coat, on the furious-looking brim of 
his wide-awake hat? Ah mel .... But let us not 
anticipate. 

Young Jules was a good lad, and would have 
made a blameless hatter; but his father, with a 
restless eye <o his future greatness, had sent him 
early to the Lyc4e Bonaparte, which was a mistake, 
for the Lyc4e Bonaparte in the Chaussfc d'Antin 
was the most official and aristocratic of all the 
public schools; and when it became known there 
that young Jules was the son of "Torreau, inventor 
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of the Smili-Panama, warranted to stand alt weathers. 
Price fi/ly sous. Beware of spurious imilaliom," 
the joke was thought too good a one to be lost, and 
all the aristocratic young heads of "Bonaparte" blos- 
somed out with simili-panamas, bought with hoarded 
pocket-money, and indulged in criticisms on the bad- 
ness of this head-dress, in the hearing of young 
Jules, and with the kind intention of making him 
foam at the mouth. But it must be recorded that 
young Jules revenged himself with spirit. When the 
thing had gone far enough, he flattened his fist on 
the nose of a senator's son SO vigorously as to keep 
that young gentleman for two-and-twenty days on 
the sick-hst; with his boot he drove the heir of an 
Envoy Extraordinary and Minister Plenipotentiary 
rolling amidst a heap of plates; and, armed with a 
simili-panama, he collared the rising hope of a Coun- 
cillor of Sute, and made a furious, though happily 
ineffectual, attempt to force the obnoxious covering 
down his throat. After which, having established 
his physical supremacy, he exclaimed, with his teeth 
set, "And now I'll tell you what the son of a hatter 
can do," and from that day forth won all the school- 
prizes — all, without exception. At the annual so- 
lemnities, when the rewards were distributed before 
, a concourse of friends and distinguished visitors, it 
was invariably young .Totreau's name that headed 
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the coll; and in the last year of his academic career, 
when he took part in the Concourse G^^ral, which 
is a competition of all the public schools in Paris, 
he carried the "Prize of Honour," — that for Latin 
Essay, — and enjoyed the triumph of being cheered 
to the echo by his old antagonists, who, proud of 
the lustre he was sheddii^ on their school, shouted 
rapturously, "ViveTorreaul" and set up a hurricane 
of applause as, fiushed and nervous amidst a vast as- 
sembly of spectators risen to their feet to do him 
honour, he descended from the dais where he had 
received his crown of gilt laurel-leaves and his two 
thousand francs' worth of books |rom the Minister of 
Public Instruction. 

I promise you that was a fine day for the Tor- 
reau connection. The excellent Madame Torreau 
wept a pocket-handkerchief-ful of tears; the face of 
Torreau senior looked like a freshly cooked lobster; 
and pretty Mdlle. Victorine Torreau, known in the 
Quartier Quincampoix as the future possessor of 
"cent mille livres de dot," was as pink with pleasure 
and as moist about the eyes as though she had been 
suffered to many poor Celestin Joubarbe, her father's 
ex-apprentice, who had dared to aspire to her hand, 
and been ignominiously forbidden the house in con- 
sequence. But the climax was reached when, ac- 
cording to traditional usage, young Jules set out at 
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'SIX o'clock in the evening to dine with his Ex- 
cellency the Minister at the latter's official residence. 
-It was an event never to be forgotten in the Rue 
Quincampoix. Mdme. Torreau had bought Jules A 
.gold watch and dazzling chain; Mdlle. VictorinC 
had hemmed him a dozen white cravats; an uncle 
in the tailoring way had cut him a dress-suit out of 
-the most glossy cloth of Elboeuf; and a second 
uncle, erst partner of Torreau senior, but now carry- 
ing on the simili-panama trade by himself, had pre- 
;sented him with a new opera-hat, patented, self-ex- 
panding, and costing twenty-five francs. In all of 
which splendours, and with his head as firmly im- 
bedded in the starched folds of one of the cravats 
aforesaid as if it had been screwed there, young 
Jules burst upon the awe-stricken sight of his cab- 
man and of the entire neighbourhood congregated 
on their dooi^teps to see him off. As for Torreau 
senior, beside himself with contentment, he spent 
the evening in regaling his good friend Bastien 
Potachaux, ex-hosier and glover (whose son had won 
no prize), with the story of what advantages were 
attached to the Prix dDonneur. And, truth to say, 
these advant^s almost constituted a fortune. Thus, 
Jules would be exempted frvm military service. If 
be elected to enter the Bar, he would be dispensed 
ttoia paying fees. If he chose to become a Profes- 
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sor, the Ecole Normale was open to him. Or, if he 
thought of turning Engineer or Artillery officer, he 
was privileged to step straight into the 6colc Poly- 
technique without passing the usual examinations. 
"And he will adopt the latter course," concluded 
Torreau senior, slapping the thigh of Bastien Po- 
tachaux, who listened with that natural enthusiasm 
we always evince at hearing that our friends' chil- 
dren have earned honours which our own have been 
unable to obtain. "He will join the Polytechnic 
School next October, become a Government engineer; 
and then, my old friend, one of these days, when 
you and I have got no teeth left in our heads, we 
shall see him Minister of Public Works, or perhaps 
— who knows? — Prime Minister." Thus Torreau 
senior, in the exuberance of his heart; and iht 
words were fidfilled as he had spoken, for in the 
month of October following young Jules was ad- 
mitted into the Ecole Polytechnique, and attired 
in the brass-buttoned cOat, straight sword, and trim 
cocked hat,- which compose the uniform of that in- 
stitution. 

He remained a Polytechnician two years, and 
during that time had conic sections hammered into 
him by one professor, fortifications by a second, 
chemistry by a third, and the gende art of wrapping 
one's head in wet towels the better to work all night 
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by a fourth. The ^^le Polytedmique is a forcing' 
house, where the State endeavours to rear at great 
cost and with assiduous care that valuable plant 
called a savanl. The better to do this, the State 
lays it down as a fundamental axiom that an 
amount of work which would kill a fu!]-growo man 
outright need not interfere with the development of 
a growing boy. So the forcing is carried on at full 
Steam, high pressure, and with all valves closed. 
The sprouting savanl is kept to it mom, noon, and 
night, and bidden not forget that the eye of his 
country is upon him: the result of which is that if 
he do not prematurely collapse, the sprouting tavant 
is restored to his affectionate family with his eyesight 
pennanently weakened, his shoulders rounded, and 
a chronic singing in the head. Such was the fate 
of young Jules. After he had been at the school 
three months, being tenderly asked at home what 
he should like for a birthday present, he hinted at 
a pair of spectacles. At the end of half a year he 
gloomily directed his tailor to make his waistbands 
narrower. At the close of the twelvemonth he 
would occasionally complain that he felt something 
like a lump of lead inside his head; and on the day 
following the final examination he was laid up witli 
brain-fever. But he had his reward. For when the 
lists were published his name was at the top^ and 
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the State, to retompense him for his noble "effort^ 
for his two years of wet-towelltag, and for his biain- 
fever, lost no time in appointing him to the post of 
fifth Government engineer in a remote town near 
the Pyrenees, at a salary of— eighty pounds a year. 



I remember, as if it were yesterday, the summer 
morning when young Jules dawned upon that town 
in the Pyrenees from the roof of a slow-paced dili- 
gence. It was the town at Touscr^tins. I was 
secretary to the prefect, M. de Fcucontenu, and 
overnight, my chief had said to me: "There is that 
young Torreau expected here to-morrow, but as 
Monsieur Nul, the chief engineer, is absent with his 
staff cutting out the new road, perhaps you had 
better go and meet the young fellow, and help him 
to find lodgings." 

So at daybreak I was standing in the yard of 
the "Lion d'Or," waiting for the diligence to come in. 

It was always regarded as something of a sight, 
this coining in of the diligence, so that whilst the 
serving-maid of the "Lion d'Or" was laying out on 
th^ polished oil-cloth of the dining-room table the 
pyramids of white rolls, the pats of fresh-churned 
butter, and the large round bowls that were by-and- 
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\ by to be filled with ca/i au lait for such of the 
I I travellers as liked to breakfast there, a few of the 
I I local quidnuncs who were early risers, congregated 
j beside me, with their pipes in their mouths and 
I their hands in their pockets, to see if perchance 
( there should be anything new that morning. Mdllc. 
JeannJnc, the serving-maid, looked at them, laugh- 
ing, through the dining-room window, and said to 
me: "They're always the same' — regular at their 
posts like oysters on a sand-bank. If you came 
here three hundred and sixty-five days out of the 
year you'd always find them. But what brings you 
here so early?" 

I ex[dained my errand to the young lady, and 
told hei I had come to meet a Polytechnician. 
"M!" said she, "I don't like Polytechnidans." 
"I am sorry for that, for I think of bringing this 
particular one to lodge here." 

"Then that's another bed I shall have to make, 
that" s all." 

"Why don't you like Polytechnidans?" 
"What is there to like in them? Gentlemeii 
who walk bent double like compasses, and who are 
for, ever proving things by rule, just as if it wasn't 
the stupidest thing in the world to go by rulel I 
don't like people who prove things. The Saint< 
Cyrians are much better. There's your friend, M. 
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de Gardefer of the Cuirassieis, who never knows 
what he sa.ys and is always laughing. He's much ' 
more amusing." ; 

"And not bad-looking either, Mdlle. Jeauiine?" | 
"I don't know anything about his looks — but j 
chattering with you makes me lose time, M. Louis.) 
There's the tooting of the diligence horn, too, and,7 
mon Dieul I've not yet put my milk on." \ 

Amid great clouds of dust, with the bells of its 
six mules all jingling U^ther, and the bluff voice 
of its Biscayan driver shouting Huel Hop lal Hoi 
the massive vehicle came rumbling down the road, 
slackened its pace within sight of the inn, looked as 
if it would rock over when turned sharp opposite the 
courtyard, but righted itself without effort and rolled 
jolting over the paving-stones, through the gates, and 
BO on up to the inn door, where everybody ahghted. 
The passengers who slid off the top and released 
themselves from the inside were of the usual cate- 
gory. A fat man with a portmanteau and a sheaf 
of umbrellas, walking-sticks, and fishing-rods, who 
had had the coupi all to himself; a trio of pot-manu- 
facturers who had been talking earthenware all the 
way from the rival town of Tousabrutis; a young 
curate with a portentous mushroom hat, freshly 
(»xlained and nervous, who had essayed to strike up 
a mild conversation with a swarthy Provencal nurse 
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in chai^ of a swarthy and squalling Provencal 
baby; and a brace of officers in mufti on the box, 
going back to garrison after furlough, and loc^ng 
hugely bored. But all these travellers were of hale 
complexion, bad pink faces, and more oi less square 
shoulders: whence it was easy for a connoisseur to 
guess that none of them was young Torreau of the 
Government Forcing-House. I waited till I saw a 
washed-out physiognomy arise from amidst the boxes ' 
on the roof, and peer around it with an air of 
scrutiny, and when this physiognomy, preceded by 
a pair of interminable and angular, yet withal de- 
liberate legs, had scrambled down the sides of the 
diligence like some black outlandish spider, I 
stepped forward and said, "Monsieur Torreau, I 
believe?" 

"Yes," said he, "Torreau." And he fixed upon 
me one of the most curiously expressive pair of eyes 
I had ever seen before ca- have seen since. 

"My name is Louis Blamont," I added, "and I 
am here to act as your cicerone; in fact, to render 
you any service in my power." 

"You are very good," said he, and he began 
gravely to look about him for two very hard, corded, 
parallel ogramic boxes that constitued his luggage; 
also for a mottled tin box, shaped like an isos- 
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celes triangle, and which presumably contained his 
cocked-hat. 

"I will tell one of the ostlers to carry these up 
to your rooms," I suggested, observing him stoop 
to lift the heaviest and stiffest of the parallelograms 
himself. 

"An ostler costs fivepence," was his discouraging 
reply, "and the thing will be sooner and better done 
if I do it myself." And with some little straining 
he contrived to hoist the box on to his shoulders as' 
a bargeman does a sack of coals, and staggered with' 
it towards the inn. To humour his whim, and save 
his unfortunate thin legs another journey, I caught 
up the second box and the isosceles triangle, and 
moved after him, "Here is an original character,"' 
thought I, and, struck with the novelty of a Govern- 
ment functionary of two-and-twenty perspiring to 
save fivepence, I watched with some curiosity to see- 
what he would do next What he did next was to 
cany lus box to the very top of the house, on. the 
plea that the rooms on the lower storeys would be 
too dear for him. Then he drove a hard bargain^ 
with the landlord of the "Lion d'Or," proved to him' 
beyond power of refiitation that the sum he had 
first asked for was excessive, and triumphantly^' 
secured a reduction of thirty sous a week. After 
which he extracted a new uniform from one of the 
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parailelograms, and was about to retreat to his bed- 
room in order to put it on, when I stepped him by 
saying that if he purposed calling on the head 
engineer, his chief, he must wait till the morrow, as 
M. Nul and his subalterns were absent making the 
new road, four leagues off, and would. not be back 
till evening. 

"Well, I'll go and join them," said young Tor- 
reau, in a matter-of-fact way, without poising to 
debate the question with anybody. 

"On a sweltering day Uke this, walk twelve kilo- 
metres I" I protested. "Come, come!" 

"I know it's hot," answered he, significantly 
wiping the perspiration from his brow, "but Govern- 
ment is not going to give me a salary to take notes 
about the weather. Besides, I suspect the workm^ 
who are cutting the road, find it quite as hot as 
I do." 

"But you have not yet breakfasted," I remon- 
strated, "and I was just going to invite you," 

"Oh, as to breakfast," said he, "I can buy a 
piece of bread and eat it going along." 

And so he did, and set off on the spot, in an 
undress uniform, and with metrical implements under 
his arm, I escorting him, and acting as his guide. 
We went a Idlomkre together, and there I left him. 
He had not spoken a dozen words the whole way, 
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but had munched his crust and taken such formi- 
dable strides, that I returned in the same condition 
as if I had been in a vapour-bath. Breakfast had 
just been served at the prefecture, and I was in 
time to subside into my seat, and be asked whether 
I had been running a race, or doing anything else 
extraordinary. 

"Well, and our new comer," added M. de Feu- 
contenu, "does he promise to be an addition to our 
circle?" 

"I hope he waltzes," remarked Madame la Pr^- 
f^te, whose one preoccupation was the success of 
her Wednesday Tht-Dansanh. 

"And does be look as if he could play billiards?" 
asked Raoul de Gardefer, a sort of cousin of 
Madame la Pr^fite's, and tolerably regular in his 
attendance at our board. 

I tried to describe what manner of a man young 
Torreau was; but toned down the colours rather, 
for being fresh from seeing the original, who had 
not impressed me as a very brilliant picture, I pre- 
ferred he should have the chance of being judged 
on his own merits whenever he put in his appearance 
at the prefecture. What I said, however, was enough 
to make Madame de Feucontenu understand that 
he did not convey the idea of being a very enthu- 
siastic waltzer, and Raoul de Gardefer that, what- 
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ever taste he might possess for billiards, 
likely to bestow much money on ti 
Madame la Pr^Kte sighed, and Lieuten 
defer gave a shrug. As for the Prefect 
with a grin, that young Torreau's anxietj 
at work would wear off in time, as su 
generally did, and he was good-nature 
point this remark, gathered from his p 
perience of subalterns, at me. On the ' 
decided that young Torreau should hav 
the next Dancing Tea, and there be put 
the social ordeals, one after the other. 

But several days before the Dt 
mysterious rumours began to drculatt 
town. It should be premised that Tou 
not used to emotions of any sort: it i 
them, it would have nothing to say t 
a general way it was a peaceful to« 
order, and paying its taxes. It also 
spected the Government. Such men a 
other places, journalists and the like, 
there: they withered up by the roots a 
miserably. There was indeed a legend 
that at some time or other, vaguely v 
misguided individual had tried to star 
tion paper at Touscr^ns, but it was oi 
Serious people declined to believe that 
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ture could have been possible, and even the authors 
of the legend acknowledged that the editor, after 
selling one copy of his first and last impression, de- 
parted from the town at nightfall indebted to his 
printer, and was never heard of again. Touscr^tins 
was not likely to miss him. There was that in the 
town's very appearance which suggested constituted 
authority, and the inborn, unlimited worship of it. 
The streets were seldom swept. If there was any- 
thing to be done, no man exactly knew who was the 
person to do it. If anything unpleasant happened, 
the blame was sure to light upon half-a-dozen wrong 
shoulders before settling on the right ones; and, 
when once it got ikere, it did not sit very heavily. 
Nobody had the faintest ghost of a notion as to what 
became of the public moneys that were levied of a 
quarter-day by means of rates; and those who spent 
these funds had less notion than the rest. Finally, 
no Government employ^ had ever been seen to do 
any other work there than draw his salary. In fact 
it was a well-governed town. 

And how could it have been otherwise, when 
one considered the number of Government func- 
tionaries which Touscr^tins, in common with most 
other French towns, then as now, possessed? They 
were innumerable, unimaginable, ensconced every- 
where; roosting on eveiy perch, lodged in every con- 
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ceivable nook; very rats in number, ( 
and rodent appetite. Perhaps I may as 
iist of them; — A prefect, a secretary-g 
three councUIors of prefecture; a presi 
tribunal, four assistant-judges, a stipem 
of the peace, two clerks of court, and a 
secutor; a receiver-general of taxes ar 
receivers; a verificator of weights and 
chief of the custom-house, and two he 
high-keeper of the woods and forests 
none to keep), and two sub-keepers; a 
of police and a deputy commissary; a 
gendarmerie and his lieutenant; a rector 
a postmaster, a keeper of die archives 
sisted of one deal box full of papers), s 
keepers; a chief engineer, an inspector i 
bridges, and four assistant engineers; a 
vicars-general, one dean, one archdeacon 
two rectors, and eleven curates: taihng 
gallant procession was an army of five 1 
thirty-seven clerks, postmen, wood-rang 
house ofSceiB, tax-gatherers, geudanr 
vergers, policemen, inspectors of quart 
lots, tipstaff court ushers, prison jailers, 
emors, and police spies — all of whom, 
ception, were remunerated out of the 
Taking the thing in the aggregate, thi 
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.town of Touscr^tins to the State (Touscr^tihs, ex- 
clusive of its functionaries and their families, boasted 
a population of five thousand and three souls), was 
about three million five hundred thousand francs, 
or, say, j^ 150,000 a year. What Touscr^tins gave 
Jjack to the State in exchange for these sums, 
neither I nor anybody else have ever been able to 
detennine. 

Now it is easy to comprehend the sort of dismay 
that fell upon everybody when it was heard one 
morning that a stranger had come within the town, 
who felt disposed to criticize this state of things. It 
is never pleasant to be criticized. When a man has 
a, good-sized wen that has taken up its abode on the 
nape of his neck, he does not thank you for calling 
attention to this wen; holding it up to scorn, and 
proposing violently to cut it off. So it is with a 
town that has a nice little cluster of abuses flourish- 
ing somewhere about it. Much better let the wen 
and the abuses alone, says Worldly Wisdom, and so 
said they of Touscr^tins. They would have spoken 
outright on the subject to the greatest man in the 
world, had he attempted to reform them; but their 
sentiments found much more indignant expression 
upon their discovery that their new-come critic was 
not any mighty statesman or bishop from Paris — no 
grandee traveller, or sage from the other side of the 
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Pyrenees — but simply that lanky yo 
engineer from the Polytechnic School, 
been in the town six days. 

Somehow the news of this scand 
prefecture, and did not much surprise 
guessed from the expression of young 
and a certain look of being constantly 
the point with you, that he would be ai 
ing few to agree with him. But the intel 
and disconcerted my chief, the Prt 
being, that M. de Feucontenu was a s 
himself, and, like a good many of that 
looked upon every other reformer j 
upon his own reserved ground. Not ■ 
contenu, mind, went in for reform 
improvement — that, of course, would 1 
a litde tCio far for a prefect. But, foi 
found that a thing had long been da 
was odds but he suggested one shoul 
thai way, just for a change; and if < 
wrong from being done that way — j 
did — the public were fain to own th 
had paid his tribute to the modern i' 
by his spirited attempt at innovatioi 
needless to add that M. de Feucon 
paratively young — not more than fi 
and expected to earn promotion byh 
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energy. The prefectorate of Touscr^tins was his first 
high post, and being his secretary, it was I who 
penned the remarkable despatches to the Home Of- 
fice, in which he recapitulated his "reforms," and 
stated his object, which was to convince the popula- 
tion that Government had an eye unceasingly and 
vigilantly fixed upon all their needs. When, there- 
fore, M. de Feucontenu came by the knowledge of 
what young Torreau was up to, he fi^wned and ex- 
claimed: "Tliis young fellow is making a bad be- 
ginning; it seems he has several times uttered 
opinions that were most bold to listen to. I should 
have thought better of a man of his education." 

"And not yet twenty-five," ejaculated Mdme. de 
Feucontenu, as who should say — "So young and so 
depraved 1" 

"Have you any precise information, sir, as to 
what Torreau has been saying or doing?" I in- 
quired, for I had as yet heard no specific charge 
adduced. 

"Well," said M. de Feucontenu, with a rather 
scared expression, "I hear that, on his very first day, 
he remarked that five engineers were being employed 
to do what could very well be accomplished by a 
single one; also that there were twice too many 
workmen; but — what is infinitely graver than this — 
he went the length of complaining of the works 
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themselves, said that the road was unskilfully planued, 
that it might have been cut at half the cost, and have 
been at once more convenient and more durable. 
You understand the eiFect this produced upon M. 
Nul. For a man of talent to be criticized by one 
of his own subordinates is a most painful situation, 
especially when there seems a likelihood of public 
opinion agreeing with the subordinate," 

"Is there a likelihood of that?" asked Raoul de 
Gardefer, laughing. 

"Public opinion always goes wrong," answered 
M. de Feucontenu. "Don't you think, Blamont, you 
had better go and call upon this young fellow, and 
you too, Gardefer? Point out to him what a mis- 
taken course he is following; explain that what 
carping minds call abuses are in most instances the- 
vital elements of certain systems of government, 
which it is the interest, nay, the duty, of all order- 
loving persons to uphold. Add, moreover, that for 
a young functionary to display too much zeal is not 
seemly, being an implied slight on the capacity of 
his superiors. In fact, talk him over, turn his mind 
towards suitable subjects, and try to make him a 
little more hke yourselves." 

"I don't know whether we are to accept that as 
a compliment," laughed the Lieutenant, as he shook 
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hands with Mdme. la Fr^f^, and buckled <»i his 
sword. 

"To-night is my Tki-Dansant ," smiled the Pr^- 
ftte; "you will do well to bring M. Torreau back 
with you," 



Mdme, la Priftte's Dancing Teas were generally 
well thronged, and when Kaoul de Gardefer and I 
entered the rooms towards ten, bringing young Tor- 
reau with us in tow, they were more than half filled 
with the cream of that society skimmed off the top of 
our population of five thousand and three souls. I 
cannot say young Torreau had shown himself much 
overwhelmed with the sense of the honour done him 
"by his invitation ^to the tea. He even seemed to 
regret the four francs he was compelled to disburse 
on a pair of white gloves, and made no secret of 
his reluctance to introduce himself into an extremely 
tight pair of patent-leather boots. But there he was, 
notwithstanding, dressed like everybody, and survey- 
ing the contortionate scene of a prefecloral hop, 
with the smileless face and the serious gaze of a man 
who has some sort of idea that he is being hoaxed, 
and would like to know what possible pleasure 
human beings can find in jumping about in this 
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way. We introduced him to the m 
house, who was still young, and pretty 
fable, and asked him whether he d 
no!" said he, in the same tone as il 
corollary were, "not I." "But I wi 
partner," continued she, laughing a litl 
you do, Madame," was his quiet ansi 
both be falling down together over 
boards, and there will be somebody's ', 
This was the sort of thing that Raoi 
and I had been imdergoing during th 
noon. Young Torreauhad not been 
the faintest degree by our visit of 
On the contrary, he had beguiled 
troversy, and, bringing the heavy artil 
syllogisms to bear on every propos 
vanced, routed us hip and thigh, th 
On walking into his rooms on the K 
the "Lion d'Or," we had found hin 
enormous sheet of foolscap with respi 
tions addressed to the Minister of Pub 
the first place, he requested to be 
other town, for, as there were abeac 
engineers than there was any nece 
looked upon himself as a useless inci 
the next place, he submitted that i 
road were cut on the same extravaga 



ooogk 



236 FRENCH PICTURES IX ENGLISH CHALK. 

one which he had seen, and with the same total 
disregard of scientific principles, there was no need 
to pay engineers for doing such work — it might just 
as well be intrusted to navvies or stonebreakers. 
He concluded by offering to complete the road 
himself at a third of the present expense if he were 
allowed to do so untrammelled, that is, without the 
assistance of his chief, M. Nul, whom he regarded 
as a most incapable individual, 

"Well, but," exclaimed Raoul de Gardefer aghast, 
and yet scarcely able to keep from laughing, as 
young Torreau coolly read us this document, "you 
surely don't mean to say that you intend sending 
that?" 

"Why not?" asked Jules Torreau, turning round 
on his chair, and nibbling the end of his pen- 
holder. Through the glasses of his spectacles gleamed 
that expression of being ready to argue which I had 
instinctively learned to look upon as hopeless. 

"I mean you can hardly think of ramming your 
head so completely into a hornets* nest," pursued 
the Lieutenant. 

"I don't see that," protested Jules Torreau. 
"Who are the hornets?" 

Raoul de Gardefer explained in an easy way 
that every Government office was a nest of hornets 
for those who went there to call attention to abuses. 
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Perhaps if the abuse was a very, very small one, 
and the person thriving upon it a very, very small 
person, there was a remote prospect of the abuse 
receiving the most attentive consideration of a very, 
very small clerk, bearing a personal grudge against 
the very small person; and perhaps the abuse would 
be removed to this extent, that the very small per- 
son would be dismissed, and replaced by a cousin 
or nephew of the very small clerk, who would lose 
no time in implanting some other abuse worse than 
that which had been eradicated. But for any man, 
not a sworn foe to his own peace, to presume at- 
tacking abuses fostered by people holding a certain 
status, eminent, or wealthy, or distantly connected 
with one or more clerks paid handsomely for doing 
nothing at the public cost, was about as promising 
a way of spending one's time as the trying to stop 
a mountain torrent with the bottom of one's wig, or 
the riding full tilt at a stone wall, or the going to 
do battle with a hippopotamus, armed with a wooden 
paper-cutter. 

"Ahl but these are no mere charges," exclaimed 
young Torreau, bridling up. "I can prove them — 
prove everything. See here," and he caught up an 
imposing sheet, illustrated with diagrams, geometrical 
figures, and exhaustive foot-notes. "Here is the 
plan of the road such as I would have it, and here 
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is Nul's plao. Mine, you see, saves half-an-houi's 
walk between this point and that. It also takes 
one under shelter of a stretch of rocks, which would 
prevent the road being continually swept by winds, 
and, in the event of war — should we ever be in- 
vaded from the South— would offer a sure line of 
march to our troops and enable them to entrench 
themselves as if in a fortress. Nul's road runs 
along a bleak bit of table-land, where the dust would 
blind one in summer, and the gales carry one off 
one's legs in winter. It would be utterly im- 
practicable for military purposes. The expense of 
keeping it in repair would be terrific, and the only 
possible way that I can see of maintaining it per- 
manently would be by planting along it a four- 
league-long avenue of fir-trees, which would cost you 
may guess what, and not be available for another 
twenty years." 

"Well, you may be right," answered Raoul de 
Gardefer, surveying the plans not without interest; 
"but believe me, M, Torreau, the less we youngsters 
show our elders that their heads are growing soft, 
the better they will like it; and the less risk we 
shall run of being op-pressed, re-pressed, and, finally, 
sup-pressed." 

Jules Torreau took back his diagrams, nursed 
his knee for a .few moments, during which he eyed 
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US both with some little dejection, and at length ex- 
claimed, "If it be so, mere's the pity; but I really 
see no reason in it for not doing one's duty. If I 
notice that a blunder is going to be committed, I 
am obviously bound to try and prevent it. I am 
sure, Monsieur, that, if you detected any abuses in 
your regiment, you would feel it your duty to de- 
nounce them." 

"God forbid!" exclaimed the Lieutenant, piously. 
"I should be writing despatches day and night." 

And here the matter ended. Not ended in so 
far as talk was concerned, for we talked during 
many hours, endeavouring to instil prudence into 
our new friend's head. But, talk as we might, we 
, could never rid him of the conviction that the 
official world was a free hunting-ground, where any 
one who espied an abuse had a right to aim at it 
with loaded barrels, and bring it down if he could. 
Impossible to make him understand by a reference 
to the game-laws, the harmonious system of pre- 
served lands, privileged shooters, and the rest of it. 
Impossible to make him grasp the idea, that what 
on the part of one man was lawful, coming from 
another was poaching. He remained obtuse on this 
point; and was just as far wrong as ever when, in 
the evening, baffled and worn out by his calm, 
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quiet obstinaqr, we took him to Mdme. la Prfftte's 
party. 

"1 wonder whether our hostess will be more 
fortunate with him?" said Gardefer, amused, as the 
seductive Pr^ftte, after her futile attempt to make 
young Torreau dance, begged him to lead her to 
a seat, and tried to draw some conversation out 
of him. 

In a few minutes more we saw the pretty Mdme- 
de Feucontenu fanning herself and listening, while 
Jules Torreau, with his hands twitching at his gloves 
and his patent-leather boots evidently causii^ hinn 
uneasiness, was holding forth with, a collected sort 
of fluepcy on topics which we could not catch for 
the braying of a brass band, to the inspiriting strains 
of which four-and-twenty couples of Touscr^inians 
were actively quadriUing. It then occurred to me 
that, under present circumstances, an entertaining 
person to see would be Jules Torreau's victim, the 
unhappy M. Nul, whose Ufe had hitherto been devoid 
of cares. So I cast about for that official until I 
found him in the card-room, playing whist with the 
President of the Tribunal, a dowager, and a dummy, 
and having the air of a naan whose whole soul is 
impendent upon the ace of spades. And yet M. Nul 
had formerly been one of the most brilliant men of 
his day, and even now he carried a head that might 
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have sat worthily on the shoulders of Olympian 
Jupiter. Unfortunately, there was nothing inside 
the head. It was like a p!aster-of-paris bust— brain- 
lees; or, to employ a more homely simile, it re- 
sembled IMC of those walnuts which are, indeed, 
large and robust-looking without, but which inside 
have nought but the ghostly vestige of a kernel. 
M. Nul had begun in the same way as young Torreau 
— by the Polytechnic School. Like his subaltern, 
he had come out thence at the top of the list, with 
spectacles and a brain-fever; but, unlike him, the 
brain-fever seemed never to have left his head, but 
to have settled there under the chronic form of a 
mild imbecility, harmless to himself personally, but 
fatal to every species of work which he undertook. 
Of course, however, nobody amongst the public 
noticed that M. Nul was imbecile, nor that his wwk 
was trash; for it is one of the happiest effects of 
ttie competitive examination mania prevalent in this 
age that a youth who, by dint of stupendous cram- 
ming, manages to distance a certain number of other 
youths at twenty, is held to be wise, and an object 
meet for distinction ever after; and this though 
every particle of the knowledge acquired in his 
laborious cram may have leaked out of his pate, 
like water through a sieve, long before he has at- 
tained the ripe age of twenty years and six weeks. 
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So M. Nul on starting in his professional career was 
loaded with favours. He made roads which crumbled 
away, and built bridges that fell in, and water-dykes 
which burst, and aqueducts that flooded whole 
miles of country; and, thanks to a long series of 
such works, waxed each year higher in public 
esteem, until he had reached his present post, that 
of chief engineer of an entire department, where he 
did an incredible deal of harm in an innocent way, 
and was universally respected. So much respected 
that, in the hour of danger, not a man but would 
have put his whole confidence in M. Nul, and been 
brought to grief by him, with faith unshaken in his 
merits. Alas! what am I saying? The hour of 
danger did come, and, not one department only, 
but our whole country put its faith in M. Nul. For 
were they not all Messieurs Nul, those princes, 
generals, strategists, lawyers, who in the hour of 
France's need were in charge of the helm, and in 
one short year steered her out of the sea of glory, 
where she had so long and so proudly sailed, on 
to the rocks and shoals where her greatness and 
fame have been wrecked? But, after all, why talk 
of this? It is a thing of the past now — and words 
mend nothing. 

M. Nul finished his game as I was watching him, 
coimted his cards carefully twice over and ejaculated — 
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"I have one trick." 

Which trick being the one needed to win the 
rubber, M. Nul slowly pocketed the stakes, rose with 
equal slowness from the table, and took up his posi- 
tion in a doorway, doing nothing and saying no- 
thing. I approached him and wished him good 
evening; and then I observed that his eyes were 
turned with something of an uneasy expression to- 
wards the comer of the adjoining room, where young 
Jules Torreau was still discoursing with Madame la 
Pr^ffete. It was not difficult to perceive that, placid 
as M. Nul might be, the advent of young Jules had 
introduced an element of bitterness into his hitherto 
vapid existence, though probably he did not quite 
understand what this bitterness was, nor what it 
meant 

"I have been calling to-day upon your new as- 
sistant M. Toireau," I remarked, half experimentally. 

"Yes, Torreau. His name's Torreau. Jules 
Torreau is the new engineer's name. I am making 
a road, and he says he could make a road. But 
mine's better." M, Nul turned his opinion over once 
or twice in his mind as if to give his rival every 
chance, and then repeated with great sarisfaction, 
"Mine's better." 

"And after you have completed the road, I be- 
lieve you are to begin a new reservoir?" 

:»i«'i= Cookie 
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"Yes, a reservoir; a new reservoir, A new re- 
servoir is what we are going to begin. And it will 
be a good reservoir." Again M. Nul turned over 
this sentiment once or twice in order that his rival 
might have the fairest play, and repeated with in- 
creased satisfaction, "It will be a good reservoir." 

Just at this moment M. de Feucontemi, the Pre- 
fect, came hurrying along through the ball-room, 
upset, and holding a newspaper in his hand. 

"Ah," said he, catching sight of us, "look at this, 
M- Nul, and you, Blamont. Here are pretty goings 
on. This is last night's Gazeile des Boulevards just 
come from Paris, and it contains the first of a series 
of articles headed LEmtES d'on Fonctionnaire, 
which is nothing but a pasquinade upon this town 
and everybody connected with it. Just see this: it 
describes our town to the life; and this — a 'prefect 
whose brains are like the froth on the top of i pint- 
pot,' that must be me; and here again — an 'engineer 
who is an ass,' that can only be you. By heavens! 
there is but one man who can have written this, and 
it must be that young Torreau; certain engioeeriDg 
terms that he has let slip in betray him. Egad! he 
must have set to vork. upon us the very morning 
after he got here. And to think that we are promised 
three of these letters every week until all abuses shall 
havt been dioulgtdl" 
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In blaak dismay the prefect h: 
M. Nul and reiterated, "Three letl 

M. Nul took the journal, tume 
profoundly: "La Gazette des Bmli 
des Boulevards is the name of th; 
says, 'an engineer who is an ass 
that can only be me." 

We were here joined by I'Abbe 
of the prefecture, a neat dappt 
■ claimed, much discontented: "I 
with that new engineer, M, Torrea 
that his mind is not godly. In th< 
he told me that the early fath 
steeped up to the neck in ignoi 
tremely bad faith in controversy, 
clined to believe Christianity was 
zation, but that he was ready to a 

"And he was just as bad in wl 
chimed in Mdme. la Profile, arrivi 
ill-concealed indignation on her 
asked him whether he thought h 
town, and he answered that perh£ 
were rebuilt and the inhabitants 
was telling him about the biu7iin| 
forty years ago, and he said it 
venienced me greatly, just as if I 
.time and already Pr^f^te." 
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After this, it stood evident that it was all up 
with Jules Torreau. Abandoned by Church, State, 
and womankind together, he was on the down-road 
to perdition by the express, and with all brakes up. 

But I am afraid I should weary you if I were to 
recapitulate seriatim all the episodes of young Tor- 
reau's Odyssey in the town of Touscr^tins. If you 
have ever watched the career of a dog suspected of 
madness through the streets of an alarmed city, you 
must have observed how the hue-and-cry is first ■ 
raised by some girl with a broomstick, then caught 
up by some ostler with a bucket, and how the in- 
habitants on both sides of the road, terrified by the 
sounds, issue out of their houses — when the dog is 
past — armed with sticks, old matchlocks, pitchforks, 
and join in the chase, howling frenziedly and at al- 
most as great a rate as the dog himself. So it was 
with young Torreau. To all intents and purposes 
he was, in the eyes of Touscr6tins, a mad dog; and 
when it was an ascertained fact that he both barked 
and bit, the population showed him no quarter. All 
those noble creatures called Vested Interests were 
up and after him at full cry. Every man who drew 
a sixpence ft'om the State coffers, or wished to draw 
sixpence, or had a cousin desiring to draw sixpence, 
shrieked and raved. "For a man, himself a func- 
tionary, to lay bare the sores of his profession, to 
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hold Up abuses to the public eye, to clamour for 
their cure — Horror! Grief! Scandal!" Unluckily 
for young Torreau, he had spared nobody. In those 
letters to the Paris newspaper, he laid about him 
with the undiscriminating energy and the entire im- 
partiality of youth. His blows fell with terrific 
thwacks to the right and left of him, upon necks 
and shoulders, heads and tails. Not a man holding 
office but had a weal to show; not one but had been 
excoriated in some tender place by this diabolical 
and incisive operator. Voted an unmitigated nuis- 
ance by the whole official community, he was taxed 
with the authorship of the letters, and denied them. 
But this would not do. The letters had attracted 
notice; they were making the Parisians laugh; the 
Government were surprised and indignant at them. 
As for the inhabitants of Touscr^tins , they con- 
gregated round the diligence when it came in with 
the papers from Paris, and grabbed excitedly at the 
numbers, to see who was the new victim. Under 
these circumstances, M. de Feucontenu, in the 
interests of order and raorahty, felt it binding upon 
him to take a resolution. To the three hundred 
and odd postmasters of his department he issued 
orders that they would examine all parcels "of a 
suspicious appearance" destined for Paris — that is, 
all parcels that looked as if they might contain copy. 
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By these means young Toixeau's guilt was clearly 
traced home to him. His signature was there, at 
the bottom of a letter to the editor. Here was a 
case of fiagrani delictum. It was detennined to 
make an example of bim. 

I should mentiwi cursorily that throughout all 
the storm of obloquy that raged over young Toixeau's 
misguided head, and throughout all the persecutions 
that were eventually levelled at him — persecutions 
in which M. de Feucontenu, my chief, took the lead- 
ing part, egging on the inert M. Nul, who, certainly, 
had not originality enough of his own left to per- 
secute anybody — throughout all this troublous time, 
I say, there were two of us who stuck faithfully by 
young Torreau, and those two were Raoul de Gardefer 
and myself. We stuck by him because we had got 
to like him. We had little fellow-feeling for the 
knight-errant crusades he had undertaken, like Cer- 
vantes' great hero, against social wind-mills. Indeed, 
I, for my part, enter my most distinct protest against 
any man on this snug earth of ours attec^ting to 
reform anything. When I see an abuse flourishing 
anywhere, I am for having it let alone, until it dies 
» natural and venerable death; for a Icog experience 
has eoBivinie«d me that as f^t as one abuse disap- 
pears another springs up in its place, and (hat — to 
use the words of a clever Fren<4unan — "Plus ca 



A HERO OF THE Ci 

lAtmge tt plus c'esi la mime i 
young Torrcau, because of his 
cause lie was a good fellow, 
stalk in his bla£k clothes thrc 
ways of Touscr^tins, with his 
hind pockets, his eyes fixed c 
his head eyideotly cogitating 
for his next philippic, it was 
that here was a fanatic who 
who, in taking up the cudgels 
dearly following the road whic 
dot for him bdbiehand as if ^ 
Then, he was generous: his pa 
to himself. On his own net 
nothmg; but if asked to subs 
pleasures of others, he gave 
farodigally. Moreover, he was 
tstitm. Being dragged into : 
one of his letters — by an irat 
chosen to consider hiroself all 
out and stood his adversary's 
aim turn came to aim, he 1 
worth failbng!" and discharge! 
So when we perceived th 
was weaving its net round 1 
meshes every day closer, we 
m(H« attempt to expostulate w 
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It was not our second attempt, nor yet our tenth, 
for we had amicably bantered and cautioned him 
whenever thrown in his company. But banter he- 
did not understand, and caution was lost upon him. 
It was only by elasticity of hope that we could ex- 
pea that he would see his danger more accurately 
this time, and that we should be more fortunate. We 
accordingly bent our steps towards the "Lion d'Or," 
But we had been forestalled, and by the persons 
best qualified 'to pull him out of his pit, if so be 
that he could be pulled out. When we knocked at 
his door, we found him surrounded by the whole 
Torreau family in tears: Torreau senior mopping his 
face with his handkerchief and holding his hat dis- 
mally between his knees; Mdme. Torreau with her 
bonnet-strings unfastened and her maternal bosom 
heaving, whilst her hands grasped one of young 
Jules's with a sort of entreaty; pretty Mdlle. Victorine 
Torreau with her eyes red; and, on various chairs 
about the room, the uncle in the tailoring way, the 
other uncle who sold the simili-panamas, and a ripe 
duster of maiden aunts. Alt these worthy people 
having somehow heard that the hope and pride of 
their little circle had got himself into hot water, but 
not knowing, nor able to guess, how that could be, 
had hurried down in a tremor of anxiety, but with 
the vague behef that their presence would set every- 
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thing to rights. They were now adji 
Jules not to cause them grief and troi 
disappoint their long and fondly cherish 
seeing him great and prosperous. 

"But really, mother," young Jules wa! 
half-impatiently, as Raoul and I crossed tl 
"one would think I had heen committi<(j 
crime to hear the way you talk." 

"Oh, gentlemen," said Mdme. Torre 
had been formally introduced, "you i 
these tears; but we have been so ovei 
only son, and never given us a day's ui 
now!" 

"I wouldn't believe it at first," ejai 
reau senior, sadly. "Wouldn't believe th 
taken to writing in newspapers." 

"And against the Government!" conti 
Torreau. 

"Against the Government!" echo 
senior; and in a doleful way he too 
papers lying open on young Jules's des 
them for the twentieth time. It seems 
them was the official reply to that mer 
patch in which young Jules, not yet in 
week, had stated his candid opinion of 1 
Nul; and the others were categorical ■ 
the part of Government to be told v/l 



;.Lioogk 



2j3 FRENCH PICTURES IN ENGLISH CHALK. 

M. Torreau was the author of certain letters reflect- 
ing disparagiog^y- on divers eaiinent persons and in- 
stitutions? It turned out that young Jules had given 
as his final answer that he refused to afford any ex- 
planation whatever on this question, which he con- 
tended that nobody had any right to put to him. 
And confomubly to his practice, he had argued this 
last point. 

"I am afraid all this will end badly," was Tor- 
wau senior's desponding commentary, whereat Mdme. 
Torreau began to weep anew. 

"Oh, my child," pleaded she, "d& you not re- 
member, when you won the Great Prize, how I 
cried for joy; and how, when the people a^landed 
you, I felt so proud and grateful that I could have 
gone down on my knees and thanked God before 
everybody for what He was doing for us? And do 
you not remember how, when we came down the 
great staircase amidst all your schoolfellows cheering 
US, my arm trembled on yours, and I whispered in 
your ear that, heaven willing, you should always 
stand as high in the esteem of your friends as you 
did then? Dear child, do not let the dreams we 
tiien made for you come to nothing. You are our 
only hope, darling; you will have pity on our old 
age, won't you?" And the good lady threw her 
arms, sobbing, round her son's neck. 
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"You hear v/hax your mother says, Jules," fal- 
tered honest Totieau senior, who was himself fairly 
upset; and, indeed, I think at that moment there 
were not many dry eyes in the room, 

"Come, Torreau," said Raoul de Gardefer, who 
had been twitching very nervously at his moustache 
during all this, "we will turn over a new leaf, won't 
we? This sort of thing doesn't do at our age, old 
fellow — it really doesn't." 

"God bless you, sir!" ejaculated a maiden 
aunt 

Young Jules was sustaining his mother and kiss- 
ing her. H« was extremely pale; but- what his 
answer would have been none of us ever knew, for 
at this juncture MdDe. Je»inine, the maid, having 
knocked, entered with a large letter, in a blue en- 
velope, and with a Government seal, which she pre- 
sented to young Jules. 

Then a great silence fell upon everybody, and 
there also fell, I imagine, a presentiment of evil. 
We all fixed our eyes apprehensively on the letter. 
The only cotrf person in the room was young Jules, 
who broke the seal. 

This is what he read: — 
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One might have heard a fly buzz ia the room 
when Jules Toneau, after reading this dismissal, 
threw it down upon the table. The melancholy 
pause was broken by Mdme. Torreau, who dried her 
eyes and said, "My child, your sister and I will go 
and throw oiu'selves at the Emperor's feet, and ask 
him to forgive you." 



But young Jules was definitively overboard, and 
no mother's tears or supplications could avail to 
reinstate him. We lost sight of him. Like a meteor, 
he had flashed for a brief space over our benighted 
town of Touscr^ns, and like a meteor he disap- 
peared, leaving behind him for a while a luminous 
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trail in the shape of many grudges glowing 
breasts of such personages as he had frigt 
But by-and-by, for want of further causes of : 
ment to feed them, these grudges flickered out 
are too busy nowadays to hate long^-our pa 
hke our affairs, go railway pace. So Jules w; 
gotten, and few amongst his foimer friends c 
knew, or cared to know, that the caustic writs 
began about that time to take a lead in the 
sition press, under the pseudonym of Maillotii 
whose articles grew daily more vigorous, mca 
lent, and — must one add it? — more unreasc 
was the same as the young engineer wh( 
broken his first lances by tilting at M. Nul. 
my part, had let the fact almost slip from m 
mory, so true it is that friends to keep in mind 
keep in sight, when I was put in remembranc 
by being unexpectedly brought into contact wi 
old acquaintance, in the spring of the present t 
month, 187 1. 

Some six or seven years had elapsed sini 
last meeting, and oui poor France was wi 
altered. But events had wrought in her ( 
changes than time. The Second Empire, a 
abuses, had been swept away, and we were nc 
ing under the Commune de Paris, which was 
away altogether with abuses, or import new 
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its own, people were not yet quite clear which. Of 
the persons present at that family scene in the gar- 
ret of the "I-ion d'Or," two at least were in their 
graves — the excellent M. and Mdme. Torreau, who, 
I fancy, owed their ends to something subtler than 
the ailments which human doctors can cure. Mdlle. 
Viclorine had been married by her brother, not to a 
husband who, tike herself, had "cent mille livres de 
dot," but fo Celestin Joubarbe, her father's ex-ap- 
prentice, who had not got a penny. Raoul de Gar- 
defer become a colonel, war and valour aiding, was 
besieging the capital with the Versailles troops, and 
I— but never mind about myself. Suffice it to say 
that I was in Paris, and not quite certain whether 
my opinions were likely to secure me a long enjoy- 
ment of freedom under the peculiar kind of liberty 
we wMe inaugurating. 

It was a lovely April morning, the sky so blue 
and speckless, the sun so golden, the breath of the 
air so balmy, that everything seemed possible in 
such weather — everything but civil strife , ^lich 
struck one as a sacrilege. The streets were alive 
and gay with colours; battalions trooping with their 
scarlet facings, blue k^pis, and flashing bayonets. 
Artillery lumbering gaily over the pamng-stones, with 
the men seated by threes on the gva-carriages, smok- 
ing and shouting to one another. Along the roads 
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workmen arm-in-arm, and six in a line, with 
boxes round their waists and rifles shing 
shoulders, singing and cheering when a 
passed, or waving their caps when some 
chieftain, not over firmly seated on hi 
cantered by smiling, and doing his best tc 
he were not holding on by the pommel, 
the shops closed. On the walls large ai 
fully printed white proclamations, heade< 
blique Franjaise — Commune de Paris." 
side them red ones, more shabbily print* 
suing from the Comit^ Central of the Natio. 
From the roofof one house in every tw 
from five windows out of a hundred, flutti 
the crimson banner of the Insurrection — 
standard enough if it had not signified 
carnage — and over the church doors, nt 
beamed the words, "Libert^, Egalite, F 
As a grim artd ironical commentary to thesi 
cannon booming faintly in the distance, a 
lance-waggons passing every now and the: 
the streets slowly, and loaded with wound' 

"I should do much better not to go 
my friends, as I was putting on my hat; b 
always speak in this strain, and after walk 
for an hour unmolested, I was reflecting 
tremely wise I had been not to follow the 

f^MkPitbirrtiHBf^Hth Chalk. It. 1? 
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Just then I was in the Place Venddme, having been 
taking a look at the column which my morning 
paper had informed me was doomed, and emerging 
into the Rue Castiglione, was about to cross the 
road, when the clatter of hoofs became audible, 
and a goodly cavalcade buret in sight. It turned 
out to be the Citoyen Quelque-chose, member 
of the Commune, and Generalissimo of something, 
riding somewhere, in gaudy apparel, accompanied 
by his morganatic spouse and a brilliant staff. 
Of course, the central figure of the picture was the 
morganatic spouse. She was riding a handsome 
charger— a white one— probably requisitioned from 
the ex-imperial stables, and cut as brave a figure as 
could be wished in her blue habit, silver-laced 
jacket, and white fur busby with red egret. As the 
whole procession filed past at an amble, shq heading 
it by a neck, she gave a little toss of her comely 
head, and slightly lowered her eyes on me, evidently 
expecting to be bowed to. I lifted my hat with 
pleasure, musing as I did so, that if the Commune 
de Paris did nothing worse than dress up pretty 
women in fancy costume, there was no very great 
objection to be taken against it. But when it came 
to be a question of saluting the tag-rag and bobtail 
staff, who jolted behind like so many sacks perched 
on saddles, and answering their cries of " Vive la 
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Communet" I thought my philosophy had gone f 
enough, and I walked on with my hat on my he: 
and my tongue silent. 

"Hullo there!" shouted a workman behind m 
who had been a spectator of the whole incident ar 
was scandalized, "just you stop; you never cri< 
■' Vive la Communet'" 

"No, I really did not," was my answer. 

"Then just do so," said he with a beery hiccoug 
and laying his hand on my sleeve. 

I shook myself free. 

"Suppose you mind your own business, citizen 

"Mind my own business!" he yelped. "I lit 
that. Hi! citizens, here's a traitor, a Versaillais, a 
agent of Bismarck's! He cries, 'Down with the R' 
public!'" 

In a trice I was surrounded. At the most peac 
ful times it requires but a few seconds to collect 
Parisian mob, but in times of war or rebellion tl 
mobs seem to spring from the pavement ready mac 
and ready raving. 

"A Versaillais! a traitor! to prison with him! 
was the cry; and I was immediately apprehende 
jostled, and pushed forward, a squad of slreet-bo; 
protesting energetically against the waste of tin 
Involved in the conveyal of me to prison, and suj 
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gesting that I should be shot there and then as a 
wholesome warning. 

Now this may be amusing enough to write about 
at three months' distance, but it was not particularly 
fuimy then; and I began to perceive, as my captors 
hurried me along with more haste than ceremony, 
that I had got myself into an awkward predicament. 
It was then, that raising my eyes by a providential 
chance, they lit upon a placard on which were the 
names of all the members of the Commune, and 
conspicuous amongst those names, that of Jules Mail- 
lotin. "Surely," thought I, "this Maillotin must be 
the same as my old friend Jules Torreau;" and 
without pausing to meditate whether my old friend 
would prove to be still as fraternally disposed to- 
wards me as I was towards him, — for it is not only 
princes who turn cold shoulders on old but in- 
convenient acquaintances — I cried in a finn voice;. 
"Citizens, I demand to be taken before the Citizen 
Maillotin." "If Torreau's memory be short," mur- 
mured I to myself, "I shall probably be shot; but 
nothing venture nothing have." 

The beery citizen, who was clutching tight hold 
of me by the neck-cloth, as much I fancy to steady 
himself as to drag me, stopped and said: "You know 
the Citizen Maillotin?" 

"He knows the Citizen Maillotin!" echoed another 
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citizen behind, who had been tranquilly exploring 
my pockets. 

An enthusiastic female Republican had rid me 
of my handkerchief, and tied it round her neck. 
She threw it back to me, and said: "If you are a 
friend of Maillotin's they won't harm you; if you're 
not — cou-tcl" and with a forefinger she made a 
graceful gesture of passing a knife across her throat. 

"We'll take him to the H6tel-de-Ville," chorused 
all the citizens together; and to the H6tel-de-Ville 
we went. 

I need not, I think, stop to describe this in- 
teresting edifice, which has since been ofiered up as 
a sacrifice to the genius of democracy; but I would 
remark that those who missed seeing the H6tel-de- 
Ville whilst it was in possession of the Commune, 
have lost something for which no sight either in this 
or the next generation is likely to compensate them. 
It was pleasant and unique— a thing to see if only 
to acquire an idea of the manner in which human 
nature will disport itself when allowed to go its own 
ways. There were po doubt curious things to be 
seen at the H6tel-de-Ville in '48 and '93. But on 
both of those former auspicious occasions, when the 
world was turned upside down, there was some sort 
of cohesion, some discipline, some order amidst the 
general hash, which kept matters going with an ap- 
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pearance of ship-shape. Nothing of that sort how-^ 
ever this time. Here we had the genuine article — 
democracy pure, each man his own king, and declin- 
ing to render obedience to anybody or anything 
under any pretext whatever. To tell the tmth,'I 
think when we begin to accept democracy, we had 
better go the whole length at oncej there is some- 
thing logical and elevating in the position which 
seduces one. In the first courtyard, going in, I heard 
a captain call to one of his men, and say it was 
time. for him to come and mount guard; and the man 
answered that he wouid come presently, when he 
had finished his game of picqueL In a vestibule 
another captain was giving himself a brush-down, 
whilst half his company lolled around him on the 
floor in easy attitudes, and apparently much amused 
to see the efforts their chief was making to reach a 
particular speck of mud situated in the small of his 
back, and not attainable by the brush. On the grand 
staircase, resplendent with marble and gilt bronze, I 
was much pleased to see a frugal housewife seated 
and shelling haricot-beans into a basin. Of course, 
she would have been much more comfortable shell- 
ing her beans at home, and probably felt it; but then 
this would not have been Republican. The moment 
you have free institutions, the Municipal Palace 
evidently becomes the proper place to shell beans in. 
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"We want Ihc Citizen Maillotin," hiccoughed my 
beery captor for the twentieth time, as we trudged 
all together into the State apartments. 

"You'll find him in one of the rooms some- 
where," answered a citizen in a blouse, who was 
scratching his name with a pin on one of M. Baudry's 
mural paintings. 

"There — through that door," bawled another, 
recumbent on a rosewood table; "I saw him go in 
an hour ago," and in another moment I was stand- 
ing in a sumptuous chamber, which I remembered 
as a supper-room when Prefect Haussmann was still 
reigning and gave those famous balls of his. At 
a table, which must many a time have groaned under 
the weight of iced pails of Cliquot, truffled pasties, 
golden fruit-vases, and other products of a pampered 
civilization, my old friend Jules Torreau, in a. 
uniform of officer of the National Guard, was seated, 
writing. 

He shaded his eyes with his hand, looked at me 
a moment, and said, recognizing me, "Ha, Blamont, 
this is a surprise!" 

It was the same smiletess face, quick but quiet 
way, and penetrating expression of the eyes; and it 
was also the same grasp; for he shook hands with 
me as he had done on the day when Raoul de 
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Gardefer and I had accompanied him to the dili- 
gence to see him starting on his exile and cheer 
him. Perhaps the grasp was even rather warmer and 
longer. 

"Then you know this individual?" cried the beery 
citizen, who, to make some kind of amends for hav- 
ing half- throttled me, began fumbling my shirt-front 
with his hands, setting my cravat to rights, and try- 
ing to make me look reputable. 

"Yes, I know him, and will answer for him under 
any circumstances." This Torreau said, without so 
much as knowing of what I was accused; but he 
reiterated his declaration when my crime was ex- 
plained to him, and vouched for my being neither 
this nor that, nor anything else likely to injure the 
Sovereign People. 

"Then we'll put it down that nothing has taken 
place, Citizen," said the beery Republican, shoving 
out a paw for me to shake. " Vive la Commune.' 
Vive h Citoyen Maillottnl" 

The cheers were taken up with tremendous 
energy by the citizens behind, who repeated them 
again and again. They even overdid it, and waxed 
prodigal of their own breath. But it was ended at 
last, and with one cheer more for everybody in 
general not connected with reactionary machinations. 
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they departed, treading on one another's heels, . 
leaving me alone with Toireau. 

"Well," said I, turning to him, gratefully, "I i 
consider that I owe you a heavy debt." 

"Oh, -no," he replied, carelessly: "they would 
have hurt you. They are a little rough, but i 
good fellows, and perfectly honest." 

"Yes, honest enough," I answered, noticing, 
the first time, that my pocket-book was missing. 

"The people have been systematically malign* 
continued Torreau. "It has been the interest 
those who kept them under foot to paint them 
brute beasts; but they are better than their 
pressors," 

"I hear that you are one of the leading spi 
of this movement," I remarked, to change the s 
ject 

"I am but a soldier in a great cause," said 
shortly. There was something of the suppres; 
exaltation of the fanatic in his tone. "Why do ; 
look at me so gravely?" he added. "You h 
something you wish to say: you think I am rid 
with the wrong party?" 

I suppose my look must have said more than 
tongue, for he took ine by the arm, led me ,towa 
the window, and, with a rapid gesture in the dii 
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tion of some National Guardsmen, whom we could 
see cleaning their rifles in the square below, said, 
"See, there is a people who have been oppressed 
and enslaved ever since this country was an in- 
habited land. Their lot has been to bend the neck, 
to wallow, and to shed their blood, and that is all. 
In order that successive dynasties of kings might 
feast more richly, and carry their heads higher, these 
poor devils — famished, and beaten, and kept in the 
brutish belief that their kings were men of different 
day to themselves — have fought that ghastly roll of 
battles which constitutes the history of France during 
fifteen centuries. One day the people rose and 
smashed the throne. Its pieces were picked up and 
nailed together again. They smashed it a second 
time, with a like result; and again a third. Three 
times the nation, after breaking its chains, was re- 
fettered; and now that once more we have broken 
our shackles, there are men who want to reforge 
them and bind us anew. But we have had enough 
of it. France is not to be eternally bandied about, 
and ridden like a hack-mule by Bonapartes, Bour- 
bons, and Orleanists, one after the other. The 
people will be their own masters now: woik, study, 
live at peace, and be free. This is what we want, 
and all we want. What have you to say against 
us?" 
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He looked at me hungrily for a reply; but 
no time to give it, for a man with ink on his I 
and a pen in his mouth opened the door, and 
"Citizen Maillotin, there's to be a sitting of the 
mune. Are you coming?" 

"Will you accompany me?" asked Torreav 
dently expecting that I was going to refuse, 
accepted. The sittings of the Commune were ; 
time open to only a very few privileged spec 
among whom no reporters were admitted. Ti 
affirmed that he could pass me in, t/" / liked, 
a certain stress upon those words, as if he we 
very certain that the proceedings would edif 
But I clung to my resolution; so that, having d 
his insignia of office — a brilliant red sash, -^ 
gold fringe, which he girt round his waist 
walked out after the man with the pen,, and 
lowed him. 

Along two or three corridors, and through 
cession of chambers, all bearing more or less 
of the people's love of quiet work, study, at 
rest of it, Torreau and I wended our way t 
found ourselves facing the door of the ancient cc 
room, thronging around which were a numl 
men with fixed bayonets, who were lamentab 
washed, but who seemed to be acting as a gu. 
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honour. They let us both through without asking 
questions, and in we marched. 

Long before reaching the door our ears had been 
greeted by the yelping voice of a Citizen, who was 
speaking under the etfects of strong excitement or 
strong alcohol, and this gentlemaji was still on his 
legs when we were admitted to the view of him. 
The scene was made up of a long oval table, covered 
with a scarlet cloth, and surrounded by fifty-three 
scarlet chairs, about two-thirds of which were occu- 
pied. On the table, inkstands, pens, and paper for 
the use of the few, water-bottles, tumblers, and sugar- 
hasins for the refreshment of the many. Hanging 
on the walls, superb picture-frames bereft of their 
canvas — ex-portraits of ex-potentates become exiles. 
At one end of the room a monster and, from the 
artistic point of view, monstrous statue, of the Re- 
public, by a sculptor name unknown; and behind 
this statue, a panoply of crimson flags, with the 
rather sinister inscription on a scroll, "Guerre aux 
Tyrans?" On a row of chairs near the fretted 
marble chimney-piece, some half-a-dozen strangers, 
brought in, like myself, by members, and sitting 
dumb as fish. 

Now, I had in my time frequented more than 
one popular assembly, and gathered the amusement 
that may generally be got out of those places of 



A HERO OF 1^ COMMUNE. 269 

entertainment. Especially had I visited what arc 
termed in Paris democratic socialist club debates, 
and had found enough to laugh at for a whole week 
after each visit. But this time it was quite another 
story. What were empty words at the clubs, were 
words that might be followed by deeds here; for the 
men who talked held a city of two million, inhabitants 
in their hands, and were free to put into practice 
all or any of the amusing theories that might pass 
through their heads. So I took my seat in no great 
humour for merriment, but chiefly concerned to learn 
de visu who and what the men of the Commune 
were. I also hoped from my heart of hearts that I 
might be enabled to change my preconceived opinions 
respecting some of them; but I cannot say this hope 
was fulfilled. 

The members kept sauntering in every other 
minute with a leisurely gait, as if they were entering 
a caK. Most of them were in uniforms profusely 
laced, and one had only to look at their faces for a 
single moment to gauge the whole worth of the 
Communal movement, i^s prospects, and its true 
signification. There w4s no Repubhcanism here— 
no, not so much as would have filled a nutshell. It 
was not equality he cared for, that limber workman, 
who had never worn out a set of tools, and who sat 
down making great play with his right hand, to show 
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off an enormous diamond riug which had somehow 
got there. Not fraternity that had ever troubled him, 
that pale, swaggering, literary Bohemian, grown sour 
in writing books which nobody would read, and 
starting papers that no one would ever buy; and who 
came in, fanning himself ostentatiously with a cam- 
bric handkerchief redolent with musk at twenty yards 
off. As for hberty, it was not difficult to guess the 
definition which those gentlemen would give of that, 
the day when liberty began to criticize their little 
acts or clash with their little interests. A citizen 
whom I had heard of as most hot in favour of press 
freedom in the private journalist phase of his exis- 
tence, proposed, in my hearing, that all newspapers 
should be suppressed except those conducted by 
members of the Commune, that is, his own and some- 
body else's, and I should be wrong if I were to state 
that this motion was received with any tokens of 
disfavour. That there were a very few earnest men 
amongst the number nobody will gainsay, Jules 
Torreau was earnest, earnest and disinterested; and 
he had three or four congenial backers. But I think 
when we have said four we shall have gone as far 
as truth will allow. As for the rest, I may be mis- 
judging them, but can only say that if they were 
zealous patriots devoted to their country's good, and 
with souls exempt from selfish musings, this did not 
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show either in their looks or their costume, and least 
of all in their utterances. 

But I must do the Commune this justice — their 
deliberations were not wordy. The Citizen with the 
yelping voice spoke about ten minutes, and proved 
to be less excited than his manner imphed; but after 
him spoke a number of his colleagues, who were 
. content with their hundred words or so a-piece — 
strange abstemiousness, which first opened my eyes 
to the expeditious character of debates conducted in 
the absence of reporters. By the time the tenth 
spokesman had relieved his mind, most of the mem- 
bers had arrived, and some more spectators with 
them, so that the room was tolerably full. Amongst 
the last comers were the Generahssimo whom 1 had 
met in the morning, and whom equestrian exercise 
seemed to have made a little stiff, and his pretty 
morganaric spouse, who did me the honour of ac- 
cepting the seat I offered her. 

"Allow me to compliment you on your riding, 
Citoyenne," I remarked, by way of saying some- 
thing. 

"Ah, yes," she answered, with a Uttle pout, "rid- 
ing is better than stewing here. On s'emUle ict i 
quarante sous par llle." 

"Do you ever speak?" 

D,cizc.J;.G00Q|c 
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"Sometimes, when they pitch into Alphonse" 
(Alphonse was the Generalissimo). "He has not got 
much of a head, Alphonse hasn't; so that when D. 
or P. or one of those gets jowling with him, he stands 
no chance unless I get up and take his part. It's 
against rules, and they cry to me to sit down, but I 
don't care for that." 

"Of course not." 

"No. The other day they wouldn't hear me, so 
I screamed till they did. It was that small fellow 
there with the grey beard, who had got hold of 
Alphonse, and was soaping his head for him, be- 
cause Alphonse had lost two guns in his last sortie. 
Said I to him, 'li you'd had len guns you'd have lost 
them; and if you'd had twenty you'd have lost ihem; 
and if you ever get a hundred you'll lose them; so 
there!'" 

"And what did he say?" 

"He was shut up; there was nothing to answer. 
Oh, I never stand nonsense, I don't, especially from 
such as he. Why, he's a dog-clipper; used to cut 
dog's ears and tails and their hair. There's a trade 
for a man! When I was in the Quartier Latin, I 
used to pass him every morning as I went over the 
Font des Arts with my work. But there, it's too 
bad, I declare; they've got hold of Alphonse again, 
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I say, there. Citizen" (and she rose, extending her 
small white gloved hand with a riding-whip in it), 
"I wish you'd let the General alone. Why caa't 
you hit some one else? You had your fling at him 
last time." 

"Will you hold your tongue, Citoyenne?" Migrily 
shouted the member who was presiding — the jour- 
ualist D., no pleasant man to deal with, silent, gloomy, 
and cold, a Repubhcan every inch. 

"No, I shan't," retorted the CStoyenne, "until the 
Citizen Faggeaux holds his. What does he tell lies 
for?" 

"Lies!" screamed the Citizen Faggeaux. "Ill 
prove 'em!" 

"This sort of thing is disgraceful," exclaimed 
Jules Torreau, striking the table with his fist and 
biting his lips. "Citoyenne," he added, in a tone of 
voice much sharper and shriller than I should have 
expected of him, "the next time you interrupt the 
debates, I shaU move that you be forbidden the 
room. You are not here at the Bal Bullier, but in a 
National Assembly." 

■ "It was he who began," said the Citoyenne, 
sulkily, but a httle cowed, for Jules Torreau seemed 
to exercise more prestige than anybody. 

"Began or not began, you have no right to open 
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your mouth," amtiiiDed Torreau, excitedly; "ajHi a* 
for you, Citizen Podavu, I tiiiok you will feel it your 
duty soon to explain to tho Conunune how you oame 
hy your generj^efaip. In the first bours of tbe in- 
surrection a great many citizens seem to have craated 
titles &>r themselvet, wi4 you are probsWy we of 
them. Nothing in your former profession fitted yw 
for the part you wish to play, anij this is no child's 
game we are engaged iij. Vou have made thiw 
sorties, and been routed with loss. You have human 
lives to account For." 

"I'm a general," exclaimed M, Podevin, in alaon 
wd doggedly. "I will fee a geoeraL" 

"You are always bullying Alphonse," ejaculated 
the Gtoyenne, with flashing eyes, 

"Sit down, Th^r^e," mtpnbkd the GeneraUs- 
simo. 

"Well, it comes to this," proceeded Torreau, with 
firmness. "If we are to entrust our fete to eveiy- 
body who thinks himself a soldier, our defence wiH 
last just a tbrtnight. We cannot help some civilians 
becoming generals , for the military men amongst us 
are few; but we cut take our precauti^is against in- 
capable TBen sclicrting high posts fw the itfie grati- 
fication of their vanity. I sb^l, therefere, propose 
that every conunander who is cepulsed or lotfit guns 
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shall be tried by court-martial, and, pending the 
sentence, be kept imprisoned."* 

The Citizen Podevin made a most ugly face, and 
so did a few of his belaced colleagues; but the 
general sense of the meeting was with Torreau, 
Seeing this, Torreau stood up and said: "As an en- 
gineer I know what resistance can be (rffered by this 
f«tiiied city if we are resolute aod united and do 
our duty. But it is not only against iacapable 
generals we have to guard; we must root up that 
spirit of vanity which is the foundation of every 
form of weakness and the mainspring of all bad 
actions. As a nation we have always been too fond 
of spangled clothes and empty titles: it is {or us 
now, who are republicins, to set the example of 
self-amendment. I would have a general dress like 
his soldiers, eat of tbeix food, sleep on the same 
hard bed as they, and be distinguished from them 
only by his greater valour and superior learning." 

A few of Toireau's friends intimated a grim and 
hearty assent, but this time the general sense of the 
meeting did not follow the orator. The citizens 
who wore embroidered tunics, gold sword-belts, and 
braided k^pis, looked at one another and then at 
their clothes, as though to ask what was the use of 
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being under a Republic if such clothes and such 
men were not allowed to air themselves together. 
And this prevailing opinion found vent on this oc- 
casion through the mouth of the Citizen Christophe 
Bilia, an old acquaintance of mine of club celebrity, 
who replied with a not dissatisfied glance at his 
own bright raiment: "Under the Roman Republic, 
citizen generals did not dress like their soldiers. 
When they returned home in triumph after victory 
their costumes were of incomparable richness, and 
they even stained their faces purple." 

"The world has not been marching onward for 
two thousand years, for us to imitate the mummeries 
of the ancients," was Toireau's answer, shot back 
like a dart from a bow. "Besides, you are talking 
of Rome in her decline. When Rome was a Re- 
pubHc her generals guided the plough like Cincin- 
natus." 

The Citizen Christophe Bilia would have been 
glad to make a reply, but his classical education 
had been a little neglected, and he could only ex- 
claim that one should look at a Republican's soul 
and not his trousers. The discussion was, however, 
prevented from going' further by the entry of a mes- 
senger who came in with a despatch from Neuilly 
and handed it to the President D. This gentleman 
opened it and read aloud: — 
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■■NEUIU.y.-T'^ Vcriailiis Inrsfs caiHt in gnatferci U Iki miltrmcsl 
barricade this mortfiit^^ and a/Ur Ivio ^suri' ^£ktirtg disladggd aa- Wt 
tost hbokimdredkilltd and v^oUHlUfi aKd/ijurh3iniirfdpr%jffners,ahoijtH 
rrtitraiUevse and /pHr Jirid-fiifCts. The men are muck dis£ourajred and 
complain tkut nv are aivn^s iefi iofigki tkt entntf atttneqn^oddt. Wt 
stand in great need of reinJorcemenU^ 

"The Gbhbiul Nohplusski." 

There was a moment's silence, and then the 
President said: "I suppose we had better edit this 
in the usual way for the public," and he amended 
the despatch as follows: — 

" Neuillv.~-7'A< Reyalitl lurdee came in great Jorce te Hie eutenno!! 
barricade this jneming and were viclaritnuiy repulsed a/Ur twe hours' 

seilen hundred prisoners, also two tHilrailleuses and eight ^Id-piece'^. Onr 



"Well," said I, as half an hour later I was taking 
leave of Torreau at the door of the H6tel-de-VilIe, 
after he had obligingly given me a passport which 
would guarantee me against further molestation, "I 
suppose it will be of no more use for me to argue 
with you now than it used to be seven years 
ago?" 

He shook his head. 

"Why argue? justice is on our side. We ask for 
no more than we have a right to." 
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"It is not your demands, Torreau, but your way 

of making them." 

"Sword in hand?" and his eye gleamed. "I tell 
you that nothing was ever wrested from the iron- 
tumded classes bvrt at the sword's point. Then, the 
opportunity led us on. When, again, should we have 
a hundred thousand working-men armed? But this 
is only the beginning. We have been beaten as yet. 
At our first victory all the great cities in France will 
rally round us." 

"And if the victory should not come?" 

"Oh, then — " He turned his eyes full on me, 
and touchii^ his breast with a slight, simple gesture, 
said: "I have sacrificed my life beforehand, if that is 
what you mean," 

Honest Torreau ! Your motives have been 
weighed by this time in higher courts than those 
where human judges sit. You have been arraigned 
and have pleaded. And surely in that Great Book 
where the final verdict on men's lives is inscribed, 
an Arbiter more impartial than we has written: Not 
Guilty. 
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The gloomy drama of the Second Siege of 
continued — its tenniiiati<»i being not hard to fo: 
its incidents becomii^ daily more interestir 

watdi, as the insui^ents at bay saw the death ' 
growing closer each hour around them, and recog 
that there was no path of escape. I followed 
painful anxiety my &iend Torreaii's course d 
this Wrctdied time, peiceivvd him losing his he 
the shaggy multitude who had never but in a 
half-hearted way deferred to the guidance ol 
and his moderate friends; and I heard of him « 
giing to the end with a sort of desperation, tha 
reins might not altogether slip from his handi 
was noticed that none of tht decrees relatii 
executions or demolitions, or arbitrary arrests, 
his signature. He would have had his revoltrtit 
blameless. He said so, repeated it, found ac 
of wildest eloquence in which to adjure his colle; 
not to disgrace the cause for which they were 
ing; and, as invariably happens, when men wi] 
let themselves be carried along by the torrent ? 
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they have let loose, lost his popularity, was accused 
of being lukewarm, then a traitor, and at last could 
no longer open- his mouth without having the foulest 
insults flung into his teeth. I used to see cari- 
catures of him in the Cotnmunal comic prints, repre- 
senting him gibbeted or set ia a pillory; that noble 
organ, the Pire Duchint, clamoured that he might 
be shot; and one day I met him, looking so fagged, 
careworn, and despondent that, pale as I had always 
known him in other times, he now seemed but the 
ghost of his former self. 

"You must resign," I said: "the movement has 
got beyond your control. People must not be able 
to fix any part of the responsibility of what is being 
done now, or will be done, on you." 

"No," ^swered he sadly, but resolutely, "I must 
remain till the catastrophe. I cast in my lot with 
the movement; I have no right to abandon it in its 
last hours. Perhaps I may be able to do some good 
— prevent some evil, I mean; that is the most I can 
expect now." 

I endeavoured to shake his resolution, and 
alluded, amongst other things, to the hostages, 
whom the insurgent sheets were threatening every 
morning with death. He stopped me agitatedly, 
and exclaimed: "You must not believe that. Oh, 
great God! no, it would be too horrible. Tliose 
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men talk worse than they mean. No Frenchman 
would do that," and he pressed his hand to his fore- 
head. 

Almost immediately he added, with some eager- 
ness: "I was able to save two hostages, I got them 
liberated before it was known to the papers that 
they had been arrested, else I should never have 
been able to manage it." 

"Who were they?" 

He hesitated before replying, and coloured 
slightly as he did so: "Two old friends, or old foes 
of mine, who happened to be in Paris: M. de Feu- 
contenu and M. Nut." 

This was the last time but one that I saw him. 
The last time of all was some ten days later, in the 
closing week of May. The Versaiiles troops had 
been in Paris since the Sunday evening, and were 
already masters of more than half the town. Who 
that saw it can ever forget that week? The un- 
speakable horror of the battles in the streets, the 
resistance, the massacres, and, worse than all, those 
appalling fires that turned the sky to a blood-red 
over the districted city, and made people think that 
the end of time itself was at hand! The quarter in 
which I lived was one of the first to be taken. 
Bullets and shells crashed past our windows, carrying 
away great fragments of balconies, huge masses of 
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stoae, and reducing many housei to a coaditioD of 
smokii^ niioG. It was only by a sort of miracle 
that the particular roof under which I was sheltered 
was spared; and ffbML I say spared, I sinf^ mean 
that it wis left standing. As to its coadition, it 
looked as if it had stood an entire siege by itself. 
When I was told that I might at length go cut with- 
out being taken between two fires, I descended, and 
found the threshold of our porU-iocMre oovst^ with 
a great pool of blood, which the portBc's wift was 
going to wasli away with buckets of water and mcp; 
£uid — ghaEtly and never-tobe-foigotten tight— 'three 
men sitting in a row, cold and stark, propped ap' 
by the porter^ door, and with great boles m their 
faces and chests, showing where bullets bad struck 
them. Tbey had been shot in our voiy yard, for 
trying to bum the house, and, in fact, the whole 
street. The porter had then seated them in ft row, 
in order, he said, to act as a warning. Just outside 
the house a woman stretched out on her fac6 dexd. 
Further on, eleven men in one red heap. At the 
street comer, corpses in such number that 4 pile 
of them bad been made on each side af thtt road- 
way to allow people room to {kus between. The 
mud in this roadwa,y was purple, and the walls 
were spattered with blood, as if it had been done 
with a brush. 
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I hurried on shuddering and saw a public-house, 
which was deserted. A bullet had struck the owner, 
a woman, behind her pewter counter, and she sat 
with half her bfeless body extended over it and her 
anns hanging down. In her fall she had upset a 
copper pitcher of wine, which crimsoned the floor. 
In this house Uiere was a birdcage with a buUflnch 
in it. The cage had had no harm, and the bullfinch 
was blithely singing. 

Coming to an open place where four roads met, 
a dusty sentinel cried to me hoarsely to pass to the 
left. On the right vtre the crumbling remnants 
of a barricade that had held out for six hours, and 
in front of that barricade, 127 dead bodies, heaped 
up into a hillock. On the t<^ of this heap was 
stretched out, stifi" and while, a woman in a riding- 
habit, and with her long silky hair horribly daggled 
by a wound which had carried half her forehead 
away. It was the young mistress of the General or 
Citizen Podevin, whom I had seen in such spirits 
and beauty a few weeks before, with her mouth 
wide open and features hideously distorted, as if 
she had been struck down while crying for mercy; 
and the Citizen Podevin himself I saw lying dead 
dose to her. 

All this was so abominably shocldng that I fled 
iomaid, looking neither to the right or left of me. 
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What I wanted was to find Torreau, to offer him a 
shelter, and keep him hidden until he should be 
safe, or until he could find means of leaving the 
country. He had given me his address, which was 
a good two miles from mine, but in the quieter part 
of the town, so that I had a hope that no great re- 
sistance had been offered there, and that the soldiers 
would, consequently, be less ferocious than where I 
lived. In this I was not altogether disappointed. 
The quarter had been attacked the same day as 
ours, but there had been few barricades. However, 
I did not find Torreau at his house. He had not 
been seen there since early the day before. "You 
had better look for him at the H5tel-de-Ville," said 
his concierge, with some irony; and I took his ad- 
vice to this extent, and I set off towards the Rue 
de Rivoli. "If I am to find him, chance will help 
me," I reasoned. 

Chance did help me. I had not gone half a 
mile when Torreau came running almost against me 
down a small slum leading out from a main street 
His hair had turned grey. In his right hand he 
held a revolver, and round his waist shone his 
scarlet sash. 

I thought he was flying from pursuers, and 
exclaimed — "Good God, take that sash off and 



throw your revolver away. Here, take my arm, 
quick I" 

"No, no, leave me," he cried wildly. "You see 
what it has come to." (He was gesticulating in a 
frenzy of exaltation.) "They've butchered, burned, 
plundered — they, the men of the Commune ! They've 
dishonoured the Republic! France's curse will be 
upon them for ever — and on me! Let me go, I say! 
I won't outlive it. Let me go!" 

I clung to him as he was bolting; closed with 
him, and tried to wrench the revolver from his 
hand. But he resisted with desperation. "Let me 
go," he shrieked. "Don't be madi" I cried. "You've 
a sister and relatives in the world; you've no right 
to throw away your life. Torreau! Jules! for God's 
sake, man, have pity on yourself and on me," He 
sobbed in anguish and resisted the more. I could 
feel his hot tears dropping on my hands as I forced 
his arm up, and strove, by exerting all my strength, 
to make him loosen his hold. "Quick, Torreaul 
man, I implore you!" I gasped, for the tramping 
sound of soldiers running at a double, suddenly be- 
came audible. He set his teeth and continued to 
grasp the weapon tighter. I clenched nfy fist, lifted 
my arm, and struck him sharply under the elbow. 
The revolver dropped. But it was too late. A com- 
pany of cavalry soldiers, with an officer at their head, 



286 FRENCH PICTURES IN EfiGUSH CHALK. 

debouched suddenly oii our left, and, in a ringing 
voice, the officer cried, "Standi" 

The officer was Raoul de Gardefer. He re- 
cognized Jules Torreau on the ^ot, and Torreau re- 
cognized him. Of the two, one turned pale, and 
that one was not Jules Torreau. 

The soldiers had already drawn themselves up 
in a double Une, and had loaded their rifles. Raoul 
de Gardefer would not have saved his former friend 
if he had gone down on his knees to do it. The 
soldiers bore carnage in their eyes. Besides, the 
case was hopeless. Jules' sash was still upon him, 
and waving his hat above his head, three times he 
shouted: "Vive la Commuml" 

This dMie, he threw his hat, with an appeased 
look, on the ground, put his back to the wall and 
crossed his arms on his chest. The soldiers rapped 
the batt-ei)dE of their rifles on the paving-stones, as 
if to call on their offioer to be quick. 

Raoul de Gardefer stepped aside and opened his 
lips — OQce, twice — but without speaking. He was 
ghastly white. 

Then Torreau looked at him. 

And eeaing his lips quiver, something like a 
flush of emotion stole over Torreau's face; apd for 
the first tune since I had known him a faint smile 
lit up his features. 



